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Summary: Isabelle Hofferson never liked the Haddocks. For an unknown 
reason. Shame her daughter is friends with their son. When the 
Hoffersons move to New York, Isabelle takes the chance to make a 
fresh start for Astrid. 10 years later, Astrid goes to university in 
London. Mystery unfolds, secrets are dug up, and drama commences. 
[Discontinued] [Rewrite in Progress, Publish Date April 
2016] 


1 . Chapter 1 

**Hey guys! I was going to upload this yesterday, but, internet 
issues. Really sorry. But here it is; the first chapter of You Can't 
Keep Us Apart! Sorry it's short, next chapter will be 2k words. 
-CraziLexa :) EDIT: I have half rewritten this chapter, nothing much, 
but I would recommend reading it.** 
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It was a bright sunny Saturday morning in the Isle of Berk, an 
uncommon thing. Most people on these rare days, made the most of it 
by having picnics in the park, going on a family day out or just 
relaxing in their backyards, soaking in the sun. But for the 
Hofferson 's, they were moving. The reason the Hofferson 's were moving 
was because Alan Hofferson had a new job opportunity in New York, 
where his wife, Isabelle, grew up. 

Isabelle was happy about the move for many reasons, one being she 
would be closer to her family. She was also secretly happy about the 
move because it meant that her daughter, Astrid, could stay away from 
that... well, strange boy, to put it nicely. Harvey Haddock, his name 
was . 

Isabelle despised of the Haddocks, for a reason no one knew. The 
Haddocks _were _sort of strange. Their ancestors found Berk and 



claimed it their own hundreds of years ago, meaning that they were 
considered 'Berk's own royal family'. Simon Haddock, or 'Stoick' to 
most people, due to his, well, stoic behaviour, was a huge mountain 
of a man, with an impressive bright red beard. He was the chief 
policeman, a classic one at that. His wife, Valka, was forever 
telling him off for eating doughnuts at work, which he claimed he 
didn't, but the white doughnut powder around his mouth was evidence 
in itself. Ironic really, you're the chief policeman and you didn't 

notice the plain evidence that you've been eating cheeky doughnuts at 

work . 

Valka Haddock was a tall attractive woman in her early thirties. She 
had impossibly long burgundy hair in three elegant French braids and 
she made it her own job looking after the people and animals in Berk. 
You would find her mostly in the town hall or the animal sanctuary 

she fought to have built, checking up on people, or trying to re-home 

stray pets. She was a very caring person with a love for animals. And 
then there was their son, Harvey. Harvey was very small for his age 
with a messy mop of auburn hair and big forest green eyes. He was 
awkward and gawky and quite frankly, the most unusual ten year old 
boy anyone had ever seen. Astrid loved playing with Harvey ever since 
the first any of pre-k. She said he was funny and weird and she that 
she liked that. 

This made Isabelle worried. It was bad enough that Astrid hated pink, 
thought dresses were yuk, refused to go to ballet classes and punked 
up every Barbie doll she ever got, cutting their hair and giving them 
tattoos and piercings, without her hanging out with the strange boy 
next door, playing with toy dragons, and as they got older, video 
games involving Dragons and Vikings. It was obvious that Isabelle 
wanted a girly girl, not a tomboy. 

Well tough luck, as the girl in question would say. Speaking of that 
tomboy daughter of mine, Isabelle thought while putting the last few 
boxes in the back of the van, where is 
she? 

A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A° 


Astrid was in Hiccup's backyard. Nearly everyone on Berk called 
Harvey Hiccup. For one, it suited him better than Harvey. He got the 
nice name for constantly getting hiccups back in third grade, and it 
stuck ever since. Hiccup and Astrid were laying on the grass, unable 
to make conversation. 

They knew that they'd probably never see each other again, due to 
Astrid' s mom disapproved of their friendship. Even if the very 
unlikely chance that the Hofferson's gave the Haddock's their new 
address and number, the calls would never be answered, and the mail 
would never make it past the mailbox. 

"I'll miss you." Astrid said quietly, breaking the silence. 

"I'll miss you too." Hiccup said back, equally quiet. Astrid looked 
at her watch and sighed. 

"My mom will come for me any minute." She said sitting up. Hiccup sat 
up beside her. 


"I, er, guess this is goodbye..." He said awkwardly. 



"Yeah..." Astrid suddenly got an idea. She undipped her small 
necklace with the tiny silver star charm hanging from it and handed 
it over to her friend. He looked at her confused. 


"So you don't forget me." She explained. 

"But that's your favourite necklace, and I'll never forget you." 

"I know that doofus, but you can give it back to me when you see me 
again . " 

"Ohhh." Hiccup said in understanding. He carefully took the necklace 
from her outstretched hand and put it in his pocket. Then he decided 
she needed something of his. He got his small black toy dragon he 
carried around everywhere with him and handed it over to Astrid. 

"So you don't forget me either." He said with a grin. She grinned 
back and took the toy. 

"Hey Toothless, you gonna come stay with me for a while?" She asked 
the dragon. "I promise I'll give him back." She said 
seriously . 

"Astrid!" A voice called. "Astrid we need to go!" 

"Coming Mom, just a second!" Astrid called back. She stood up brushed 
a few stray blades of grass from her pants. She turned to Hiccup and 
was instantly pulled into a tight hug. She hugged Hiccup back just as 
tightly. She pulled back after a few moments and quickly pecked 
Hiccup on the cheek. 

"I'll see you again, I promise on my life I will." She said with a 

grin, picking up Toothless and running off, leaving a gobsmacked 

Hiccup in her wake. _Did she really just kiss me?! _Hiccup thought. 
_Wow !_ 

"I promise I'll see you again too!" He echoed his friend's words. He 
could briefly see Astrid waving from the back seat of the car as she 

drove off, out of his life. At least, for the next ten 

years . . . 

**A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°** 


**Did you guys like it? Please review. This fanfic will be updated 
every Friday, around 3pm GMT+1:00, just so you guys know. Hope you 
liked it! -CraziLexa** 


2. Meeting Ruffnut Thorson 

**Okay, I hate you guys. You broke my brand new tablet with the 
amount of notifications I got because you guys kept reviewing, and 
hitting those fave and follow buttons. I hate you. But thank you so 
much for all the love! Me and my two year old sister kept squealing 
and jumping up and down on my bed because we (well, just me really, 
my sister was probably thinking 'wtf is sissy doing? Oh idc, she 
jumping, I like jumping) were so excited. Also, I would like to 
explain something here; I got a few reviews saying I made Astrid too 
manly. 1. I see that as sexist, 2. I did no such thing. Remember, she 



was 10 in the first chapter, and if you guys hadn't noticed, Astrid 
got more girly as time went on. So I think, from a personal point of 
view, if she was more girly when she was 20 than 15, she would be a 
bit of a tomboy as a 10 year old. Plus, 80% of children go through a 
phase when they act more like the opposite sex, and I know this 
because I went through this exact phase, and so did most of my 
friends. And also as both of my younger brothers went through a phase 
when they both wore dresses and liked to play with ponies. They both 
love Transformers and racing cars now. So, to make Astrid seem 
actually REAL, I made her go through this phase as well. It's called 
character development, and I'm trying to make this fanfic the best it 
can be. And DO NOT EVER TALK TO ME LIKE I DO NOT KNOW WHAT THE HTTYD 
CHARACTERS ARE LIKE. HAVE BEEN A HUGE DRAGONS EAN EOR 5 YEARS NOW, 

AND I KNOW WHAT THEY ARE LIKE. RULE NUMBER ONE TO BE A EANEICTION 
AUTHOR; KNOW ABOUT THE CHARACTERS YOU ARE WRITING ABOUT. Phew. That 
took too long. I hope I get as much love for this chapter as the last 
one, it will make having to explain worth it. And also, I'm taking 
this fanfic slow. Hiccup and Astrid' s reunion won't come until at 
least chapter 5. ~CraziLexa** 
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All Astrid could think about was Hiccup. Even when her mom let her 
have a cheeseburger for dinner five nights in a row, with an ice 
cream sundae in every single flavor for dessert, she couldn't even 
bring herself to eat it all. She felt strangely empty, as if she left 
half her soul back on Berk. She couldn't sleep at night, never being 
able to switch off her brain. She adapted to the new time zone 
quickly due to this, the one plus side. The first week in New York 
was full of chaos. Boxes being brought in, unpacking and re-packing 
in the realization that they had nowhere to put the stuff that was in 
that box until they brought in the cabinets, and fighting as to where 
to put the couch. After that hectic week went by, another one was 
brought in with the subject of school. She was going to Louis 
Armstrong Middle School, one of the best schools in the US, but she 
wasn't at all excited. Oh what she would do to be back on Berk, 
waking up freezing cold due to the cold climates, eating oatmeal with 
pounds of syrup, and walking with Hiccup to Berk Junior High School. 
She was that typical 'New Girl', students all gawking at her, asking 
why is she here? What's Berk like? Why has she got a weird name? Why 
won't you sit with us? It was tiring. It was like this for two weeks, 
until one day in the cafeteria at lunch, Astrid was sitting down at 
an empty table, picking at her baked potato and beans, when there was 
a loud thump from across where she was sitting. She looked up and saw 
a tall girl with long tangled blonde hair, and mischievous blue eyes. 
"I'm Rowena, " she introduced herself, sitting down and shoving her 
straw viciously into her juice box. "But you can call me Ruffnut. 

You? " 

Astrid looked at her. "Astrid." She mumbled, looking down at her food 
once more. 

"You're that new girl that everyone calls The Ice Queen, right?" 
Ruffnut continued, slurping her juice. _They call me The Ice Queen? 
Where did that come from? _Astrid thought to herself. Qr at least, 
she thought she did. 

"Yeah, 'cause, like you're always glaring at people, and you never 
talk to anyone when they try to talk to you." Ruffnut answered her 
question . 



"Oh." Had she really come across as that? "I don 
don't like it here." Astrid said. Ruffnut choked 
juice . 


t mean to, I just 
on her 


"What?! You don't like it here?! You, my friend, are one crazy 
woman . " 

Astrid frowned. "I'm not crazy, I just prefer my old school more than 
this one." She defended herself. 

"Why's that?" Ruffnut asked. Here we go, the annoying 
questions . 

"Because it's where I grew up, and I miss my best friend." 

Ruffnut scoffed. "Oh come on, grow up! What are you, six? 'And I miss 
my best friend'." She mimicked, before snorting with laughter. Astrid 
glared at her. She wasn't a baby, and she wasn't going to act like 
it. She needed to teach this girl a lesson. She reached over the 
table, grabbed a handful of Ruffnut 's, and yanked her 
upright . 

"Owowowowowow ! " Ruffnut shouted. 

"Now listen here," Astrid growled. "Don't you DARE make fun of me, or 

my best friend, you here me? He is the best guy I have ever 

met-" 

"Wait, wait, wait," Ruffnut stopped squirming. "He's a GUY?! Your 
best friend is a GUY?! So by 'Best friend', you mean 'boyfriend' 
right?!" She cackled. "Oh this is just too good!" 

Astrid had reached her limit. She let go of her hair and shoved her 
on the floor. People were beginning to stare. She couldn't have cared 
less. She climbed over the table and put her foot on Ruffnut 's chest, 
pinning her down. 

"I've had enough of you, and your stupid moronic little grin. Why 
don't you go somewhere else and make fun of the wall, you idiotic 
mutton head!" She shouted, and the whole cafeteria erupted. Ruffnut 
and Astrid were rolling on the floor, kicking, punching and clawing 
at each other, while most of the kids chanted "Fight, fight, fight, 
fight!". Two teachers had to pull the girls away from each other, 
restraining them. 

"Principal's office. Now." 

A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A° 


They were so dead. Astrid and Ruffnut were sitting on hard plastic 
chairs outside the principal's office, waiting anxiously for their 
parents to come out. 

"This is all your fault." Ruffnut hissed at Astrid. 

"My fault? You're the one who made fun of me for no reason!" Astrid 
hissed back. 


"Come off it, you're the the one who overreacted!" 



"Did not ! " 


"Did too!" 

"Did not ! " 

"Did too!" 

"Did n-" The door to the principal's office opened. Both the girls 
sat up and braced themselves for a lashing. Isabelle Hofferson and 
Susan Thorson, Ruffnut's mother, stepped out and turned to their 
daughters, stony faced. 

"I cannot believe that I had to be called from work, to collect my 
daughter because she got into a fight in the cafeteria of all 
places!" Isabelle exclaimed. Susan nodded in agreement. Isabelle 
sighed heavily and pinched the bridge of her nose. 

"We're taking you home, you're suspended for two days." 

The girls mentally sighed in relief. Only two days suspension. Wasn't 
too bad. 

Isabelle turned to Susan. "Nice meeting you, Susan. I hope to see you 
again . " 

"You too, Isabelle. Maybe we could have lunch sometime this 
week? " 

"That sounds wonderful! Maybe Astrid and Rowena could get to know 
each other, other than fighting." Isabelle directed the last part to 
the girls. 

"Is Saturday alright with you?" 

"Yes, that's fine. 1:30pm?" 

"Yes, give me your cell number. I'll call you and sort out the 
details . " 

The girls watched in horror as their mothers exchanged cell phone 
numbers. Oh no. Please no. This is just a death wish. No, no NO! 
Ruffnut and Astrid looked at each other, horror written all over 
their faces. Well, looks like they found something in 
common . 
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Saturday morning came too bright and bloody early. Isabelle came 
bursting into Astrid' s room at 7:30am, opening the curtains and 
shaking her daughter awake. Astrid shifted, and mumbled something 
incoherent, before coming into consciousness . "Mhmm? Mom? What time 
is it?" She mumbled. 

"7:30am." Her mom answered shortly. 

"But it's Saturday..." Astrid whined, burrowing under her 
blankets . 



"Yes it's Saturday, and we're going to have lunch with Susan and 
Rowena at their house." Her mom replied. Oh. Astrid had forgotten 
about that. She groaned and put her head under her pillow. 

"10 more minutes..." She pleaded. Isabelle sighed. 

"10 minutes, no more." She said 
sternly . 
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Lunch was, well, boring. They sat outside in the Thorson's backyard, 
eating triangular cut sandwiches, with salad and potato chips. 
Isabelle and Susan talked about boring stuff, like the teenagers of 
this world, and why some soap powder never washes out of clothes, 
while Astrid and Ruffnut said nothing. After a while, Susan suggested 
that Ruffnut showed Astrid her room. 

"I got it redecorated last month, mom just wants to show off all the 
new solid oak furniture." Ruffnut explained flatly, leading Astrid up 
the stairs. They got to the landing, and passed a bedroom with the 
door half open. Inside you could see old socks and boxers littered 
the floor. 

"You've got a brother?" Astrid asked. 

"Yeah, twin brother. His name is Theodore, but his friends call him 
Tuffnut." Ruffnut shrugged. 

"Oh, right. He's out then, I'm guessing?" 

"Yeah, with his dumb friends." Ruffnut shrugged again. At the end of 
the landing, two more doors stood. 

"Here it is, the heaven of oak furniture." Ruffnut announced, opening 
one of the doors with fake flourish. Inside, it was pretty much what 
she said. Everything was polished oak. The bed, the closet, the desk, 
the chair, the cabinets, the nightstand, everything that could be 
oak, it was made of oak. Astrid nodded. 

"I envy you." She said, looking round. 

"Why? What's your room's furniture like? Garbage?" Ruffnut 
asked . 

"Close enough. No, everything's rosewood." Astrid explained. Ruffnut 
scrunched her nose up. 

"You mean that awful shade of browny purpley wood?" 

"Yep, it's gorgeous." Astrid said sarcast ically . 

"Lovely." There was second's pause. Then they both snorted. 

"Our mothers have got zero taste." Astrid commented. 

"Got that right!" Ruffnut agreed. "We're starting an 'Awful Mothers' 
club . " 

"Totally! " 



From that day, they were friends, and they did actually start an 
'Awful Mothers' club, members consisting of three, Astrid, Ruffnut 
and a girl called Heather, a new girl that came to Louis Armstrong 
Middle School during 8th Grade. And in the end, Astrid broke her 
promise. She forgot all about Harvey 
Haddock . 
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**Please don't kill me! I'm sorry, but I had to make Astrid forget 
Hiccup in order to make this fanfic heartbreaking (I hope it will 
anyway) . So yeah. . . Umm. . . Review I guess, and see ya next week! 
~CrazlLexa :)** 


3. Invading Memories 

**Hey guys! I'm changing the schedule on this fanfic; it'll be 
updated every Saturday instead of Friday. It just helps to space out 
my fanfic schedule, and, wow. Just wow. I never believed that I could 
ever write a fanfic and get, what is it? 20 reviews? 19 Favs? 43 
Followers? With only 2 chapters? Wow. This is just, I'm literally 
jumping up and down on the spot I'm so happy! And also, with some of 
your suggestions, I've had a few more ideas for this fic. Prepare 
tissues for the future, heartbreaking (I hope) things ahead! Anyways, 
Review Reply Time!** 

**a random person (Guest) : Thanks!** 

* *UnbreakableWarrior : Thank you!** 

**G (Guest) : Camicazi will come soon, promise!** 

* *xFaerieValkyriex : I'm sorry for breaking your heart!** 

**Guest (3) : There might be a little 

out-of- jealousy-boyf riend/girlf riend thing going on in later 
chapters, but nothing serious.** 

**Guest (2) : Chapter 4 will be in London, this chapter will be 
getting ready for uni.** 

**SharKohen: I know right? Your welcome!** 

**greenshadel5 : Thank you so much! You know, that has given me an 
idea for the fanfic, Astrid feeling like there's something missing on 
the few dates she goes on... Yeah... *goes on Google Docs and types 
away* . ** 

**Guest (1) : Of course she's going to remember him when she hears his 
name, that's so unrealistic if she doesn't.** 

**Midsully: Oh don't worry, he's going to be so mad at her. It's not 
gonna be pretty.** 

**WARNING: Language and slightly heartbreaking moments ahead. Also 
Ruff being an asshole to small tits and still existing virginity. 
~CraziLexa :D** 



A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€CA°a€<:A 


Astrid came running down the stairs at the sound of the mail plopping 
on the doorstep. She was waiting for one thing; an accepted 
application form. Her mother kept talking to her about college ever 
since high school graduation, but Astrid wanted a break from school 
for a while. 13 years of school is so worth a 2 year break. Over the 
years, Astrid had matured. She put some care into how she looked, 
other than throwing on the first T shirt and pants she saw. She had 
grown her hair, and it now flowed in a long neat blonde braid over 
her shoulder. Ruffnut made fun of her still, something that had never 
really changed over the years, and called her 'Tiny Tits' and 'The 
Kiss Virgin', so it was true, she wasn't packing D cups, and she had 
never been kissed, apart from the time this dude with bright blue 
hair tried to shove his tongue down her throat under the mistletoe, 
at the Christmas party at school in Senior year. Gross. 

Astrid sorted through the mail, eyes scanning the names carefully. 
Mom's home designing mag, a letter for dad, probably from his boss, 
and... A letter addressed to her with a London postmark. Oh God, this 
was it. She ran back upstairs, leaving the rest of the mail on the 
kitchen counter, to her room. She slammed the door closed, and leaned 
her back against it . She ripped the letter open and read the top 
sheet of paper carefully. Accepted. She was accepted! 

"Yes!" Astrid exclaimed to herself, picking up her iPhone and 
unlocking it. She picked the phone function and called Ruffnut. After 
a couple of rings, she picked up. 

"Yo Tiny Tits, should I try to be sympathetic or try to be fangirly?" 
Came Ruff's straight forward greeting. 

"You can try to be fangirly if you want, but no way will you 
succeed." Astrid replied, rereading the letter's contents in case she 
got it wrong. 

"Aww, you know me too well Hofferson. Can you be fangirly for me 
though? " 

Astrid took a double take. "You got accepted?" 

"Don't sound so surprised! I actually put some work into my grades, 
for your information!" Ruffnut defended herself. 

Astrid laughed. "You? Putting work into your grades? Like actual 
studying? Have you had a brain transplant?" 

"In your tinny titted dreams. Kiss Virgin." 

"Tinny titted dreams? Is that even a real thing?" 

"In your case, yes. Or do you dream you have D cups instead of A 
cups?" Ruff asked. 

"I have B cups, actually." Astrid defended herself. 

"Okay, calm your tits down woman." 

"Can we stop talking about tits now?" 



"What other things are there to talk about other than tits?" 

Astrid groaned. Ruffnut never changed. 

"Are you giving yourself an orgasm because you've got no one do it 
for you?" Ruff's voice came rattling down the phone. 

"What the hel Ruff? No I'm not, stop being such an asshole to my 
virginity." Astrid said, disgusted. She definitely hadn't had a brain 
transplant . 

"Okay, fine. Turning asshole button off. Or trying to 
anyway ..." 

Ruffnut and Astrid talked for a bit longer, before Ruff hung up 
because her mom bought RFC, one of the rare occasions that she did. 
Astrid placed her iPhone on her desk, now made of honey colored oak, 
something she persuaded her mom to buy, in replacement of the awful 
rosewood that had been in it's place a couple of years ago. She 
picked up the letter from London College University and read through 
the details, then marking 3rd September, 'Going to London for uni!' 
on her calendar in a bright red Sharpie and added a smiley face. She 
then picked up her iPhone and fired off a text to Heather, telling 
her of her news, before going downstairs to grab something to eat 
before her parents came home from 
work . 
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20th August - 8 Weeks Later 

A lot had to be done in those 8 weeks. Astrid and her parents spent 
ages booking her plane ticket, and looking for apartments near the 
university; Isabelle wouldn't allow Astrid to stay in the dorms, and 
said it was tacky, and that she should have proper privacy and 
comfort. So in the end, they ended up getting a decent sized 
apartment that Astrid, Ruffnut and Heather could share. Honestly, the 
whole process was a nightmare. The girls hardly got to do anything 
themselves, with their parents planning, scheming and organizing 
everything. But finally, after long agony, there was only the last 
few bits of packing to do. 

Astrid was packing the last of her things before getting on the plane 
to London the next afternoon. She was looking under her bed for her 
hairdryer, when she came across an old cardboard box. Curious, she 
yanked it out. The box was covered in dust. She blew the dust off, 
and opened the top. Inside, were some of her old dolls, their hair 
cut to a skin crop, and their rubbery plastic skin inked with marker 
pen tattoos. She smiled to herself as memories invaded her mind. She 
went rooting through the box and found an old photo album. She 
flicked through the pages mindlessly. Just some pictures of her and 
her family at Christmas. Then she found a small black thing, right at 
the bottom of the box. She picked it up and saw it was a toy dragon, 
with green cat like eyes and a missing tail fin. She could feel a 
memory tugging in her mind, desperate to get out, but she couldn't 
see it clearly. She saw a flash of an auburn haired boy, with big 
green eyes, and a laughing grin on his face, but it disappeared as 
quickly as she saw it. 


Astrid frowned. She didn't know what or why, but something was 



telling her to bring it with her. She debated whether or not to take 
it, and after an irritating ten minutes, she told herself just to 
bring it. It can't do any harm. She shoved it in her suitcase and 
zipped it shut. She checked the time; 09:46 PM. Better get to bed. 
Astrid checked she had packed everything one last time, before 
slipping under her covers and falling into a dreamless 
sleep . 
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"We'll call you every Saturday, around 5, your time, just to see how 
you're doing." Isabelle explained, holding her daughter's shoulders 
to get her attention. 

"Yes Mom." Astrid sighed. Her mom had kept going on about strict 
rules, and discipline. What, is she going to get on the first plane 
to London and ground her if she does one thing she shouldn't? Knowing 
Isabelle, she probably would. 

"Remember, no boys, no parties, nothing that you aren't allowed to do 
here, you can't do in London." Isabelle carried on. 

"Yes Mom, got it Mom." Astrid replied, feigning attentiveness 

"Don't forget to be an asshole Mom." She muttered under her 
breath . 

"What was that?" Isabelle asked. 

Astrid put on a bright smile. "Nothing Mom! But I better get going, I 
have to be at the departure gate in 15 minutes." 

"Right, don't want you missing your flight, bye honey!" Isabelle said 
quickly, kissing her daughter's forehead. 

"Bye Mom, bye Dad." Astrid hugged her father tightly, kissed her 
mother's cheek, and ran of to terminal 4, luggage in tow. As she was 
leaving, her iPhone vibrated in her pocket. She tugged it out and 
read the new message; 

Ruffnut: Where the hell r u? Me and Heather r wSing 
Astrid typed out a quick reply. 

Astrid: Just coming now. Mom being an ass. :/ 

She fired it off, and shoved her iPhone back in her pocket. Finally, 
she was free. No rules, no parents, just her Ruff and Heather 
studying with a side order of fun. Can't be bad, can it? Oh if only 
she knew . . . 

A°a€<:A°a€9A°a€<:A°a€CA°a€<:A° 


**Hope you enjoyed this chapter, see ya... Kidding! Nwah, just me 
being annoying, carry on from 
here ! ** 
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London was, well, gray. No seriously, everything was gray. The sky 



the clouds, the roads, even the people. All businessmen and woman 
striding past them, talking into their phones, heads held high like 
they were oh so much more important then three American (or Berkian, 
in Astrid's case, but who cares? Oh, maybe my readers? Dang it Lexa, 
you're so stupid) students on their way to university. Astrid, 
Ruffnut and Heather found the exit, and spilled out into the street, 
bulging backpacks on their backs and dragging huge suitcases behind 
them . 

"Right, " Astrid said, taking charge and pulling out a tourist guide 
from a side pocket in her backpack. 

"Taxi or the tube?" She asked. 

"Taxi, it'll be easier than the tube." Heather said, tucking her 
raven hair behind her ear. 

"But more expensive, I'm saying tube." Ruffnut argued. 

Astrid sighed. Heather and Ruffnut didn't always get along. 

"Don't start arguing. Let's just get a taxi, I'm tired and I just 
want to get to the apartment." Astrid sighed, already heading to a 
taxi rank. Ruffnut huffed and followed. Heather in 
tow . 
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The apartment was pretty cool. The lounge and the kitchen were in the 
main section, only separated by a small wall. There were 3 doors 
leading to 2 bedrooms and a bathroom. All in all, it was pretty 
spacious . 

Ruffnut snicked at something on her phone. "Tuff just texted me, you 
know Snotlout?" 

"Who doesn't?" Astrid sighed. Snotlout was a dark haired jock who 
kept harassing her in Highschool, trying to win her over with 
dreadful pick up lines. 

"Yeah, well Snotlout 's cousin going to the same uni as us, and 
they've just seen him fall into a box full of comic books and snap 
his glasses in half, look!" Ruffnut snicked again, and showed Heather 
and Astrid a picture Tuff took of a gangly guy, with his head shoved 
in a box, arms and legs flaying all over the place. Astrid snorted 
and Heather laughed. 

"And that's not even the best part; his name is Hiccup for Gods 
sake!" Ruffnut snicked again (again). 

Heather laughed even harder, but Astrid stopped. Hiccup. She saw that 
auburn haired boy with green eyes again, but this time, he was 
holding out a small black toy dragon. "So you don't forget me 
either." He said, a huge grin on his face. 

"Hellooo!" Heather said, bringing her back to the present. "Earth to 
Astrid, can you hear me?" She said again, waving her hand in front of 
her face. 


"What? Uh, yeah, sorry, just tired, you know. Jet lag." Astrid said 



feigning a yawn. 


"Right, we better get sorted." Ruffnut said, going to the 
kitchen . 
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**Totally crappy ending, but I was rushing. I had a bit of writer's 
block with this chapter. If you're wondering why they're going to uni 
in London, it's because I grew up in London, and it's easier for me. 
And if you're wondering why I'm writing it in American English, is 
because it makes more sense, since the characters speak in American 
accents, and it wouldn't seem right to have them talk in British 
English. I have read and written myself fanfics with them talking in 
British English and it didn't seem right, so yeah. Hope you enjoyed 
this chapter, and please review and give me the LOVE! ~CraziLexa 
XD** 


4. Hiccup's bad day 

**Hi guys! Sorry it's so late, writer's block and internet issues. 
Thanks for all your love, it really inspires me to actually open up 
this fanfic and bring out the best of my writing skills into it. 
Review reply time!** 

**Midsully: I'm looking forward to writing it!** 

**a random person (Guest) : Astrid sort of remembers him. Hiccup so 
totally remembers her.** 

**SharKohen: I am a girl of comedy. Astrid remembers bits of Hiccup, 
but not totally.** 

* *DeathStrike5 9 : I wouldn't go for bitch, that's a bit harsh, I would 
go for... Stupid fucking idiot.** 

**Guest: Hiccup is a funny line between ** 

**This chapter is about Hiccup coming to London, because I missed 
writing about our favorite dorky, badass, sarcastic Viking (well, not 
in this case, but you know what I mean) , so 
enjoy ! ** 

**A°a€<:A°a€9A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°** 

Hiccup was having a bad day. Not that it wasn't unusual for him to 
have bad days, quite the opposite, but the Gods thought it was okay 
to give him a bad day on the worst possible day. It just had to be 
the day he goes to London for college. Why?! 

After waking up half an hour late because _someone_ took the battery 
out of his alarm clock. Hiccup ran downstairs, the buttons of his 
shirt done up wrong, tripped over his dog. Toothless (suspect to the 
missing battery) , and ran into the kitchen, where his mom, Valka, was 
making waffles with syrup and blueberries. She glanced over at her 
son and sighed affectionately. 

"Honestly, Hiccup, " She said, walking over to him, shaking her head 
but smiling. 



"Morning Mom." Hiccup mumbled, embarrassed by his disheveled 
appearance. Valka straightened out his shirt and attempted to sort 
out his hair. Attempted, because Hiccup's hair was untameable. Valka 
gave up after a few minutes and sighed. 

"My big boy..." She said softly. 

"Mom!" Hiccup pouted. 

Valka laughed heartily. "Oh, I'm sorry, did your mother embarrass 
you?" She teased. Hiccup rolled his eyes, his face clearly stating, 
'What do you think?'. 

Valka stopped suddenly and sniffed the air. 

"The waffles!" She exclaimed, dashing over to the stove to take the 
waffle iron off the heat. Hiccup winced. _Burnt waffles for breakfast 
then... _He thought to himself. Valka Haddock wasn't exactly the best 
cook in the world. You won't be seeing her on any weekend breakfast 
cooking show any time soon. 

"You left the stove on again, Val? I can smell burning." A voice 
boomed. Stoick appeared in the doorway to the lounge, newspaper in 
hand . 

"Nothing to worry about, dear!" Valka reassured him cheerfully. "Just 
a bit of waffle trouble, nothing I can't handle!" 

"Uh huh." Stoick said, not convinced. He came through the doorway to 
the kitchen (Hiccup tried not to laugh as Stoick tried to squeeze his 
huge body through the gap) , sat down at the kitchen table and gave 
his son a once over. 

"Very, uh, smart. Son." Stoick commented. 

"Uh, thanks, I think." Hiccup replied. Hiccup and Stoick didn't have 
a totally smooth relationship. Their relationship was an awkward 
one . 

"Right, who wants waffles?" Valka announced, breaking the awkward 
silence . 
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The day got worse. First of all. Hiccup almost missed his flight, due 
to the goodbyes from his mother and strict rules and instructions 
from his father, and then when he got on the plane, he had to sit 

next to this guy who snored none stop. Mouth wide open, drooling, and 

snoring so loud, it could have been mistaken for an hurricane. 

Lovely. Luckily, it was only a 2 and a half hour flight from Berk to 

London, so he didn't have to suffer for too long. When the plane 
landed in Heathrow Airport, after he collected his luggage, he saw 
his dumb cousin, Snotlout, with a skinny guy with long blonde 
dreadlocks, standing by the departure gate. 

Hiccup sighed, remembering his father's words; "Your uncle Spitelout 
is relying on you to keep your cousin out of trouble, make sure he 
doesn't harass any girls, if you know what I mean." 



Great. So now he has to play babysitter to his cousin. Just what he 
needs . 


He walked over to them miserably, silently wishing Snotlout stayed in 
New York and went to university there. 

"Hey Four Eyes!" Snotlout sneered as he saw his cousin walking 
over . 

"Hi Snotlout, nice too see you again too." Hiccup replied 
sarcast ically . The four eyes joke. That was getting a little old. 

He's had glasses since the start of Middle School. What other old 
jokes is he going to bring up next? Probably- 

"What took you so long? Hard walking on one leg?" Snotlout sneered 
again, his friend snickering along with him. 

The leg joke. Why didn't I guess that? That one was old too. The car 
crash that mangled his left leg so much it couldn't be saved and 
needed to be amputated happened in Freshman Year, five years 
ago . 

"Well, funnily enough, you sort of get used to it after five years." 
Hiccup defended himself, turning on his heel to make way towards the 
exit, forgetting the polished floors of the airport and slipping. 
Stupid damn leg. He heard Snotlout and his friend snickering. _0h 
Thor, why do you hate me? _Hiccup thought to 
himself . 
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It got even worse from there. How it's possible, I don't know. The 
Gods must really hate Hiccup. Because when Hiccup got to his new 
apartment, Snotlout and his friend, Tuffnut, as Hiccup found out 
earlier, 'helped' him. Clearly their version of 'help' was most 
people's version of 'snoop' and 'make fun of'. They went through all 
his stuff and made fun of the photo album; "Aww, does Hiccy Wiccy 
miss his mommy?" 

They made fun of his T-shirt with a drawing of a black cat like 
dragon in a menacing pose; "How dorky and nerdy is that?" 

Then they got their hands on a small black box. But before they could 
open it. Hiccup snatched it off them. 

"Get your dirty hands of that." He said angrily. He was really 
getting sick of them. 

Snotlout and Tuffnut held their hands up in surrender. 

"Touchy. What's in there anyway, a diamond ring for your true love?" 
Tuffnut snickered. 

"None of your business, I can finish unpacking myself, so please 
leave." Hiccup ordered. 

"Oh sorry, it's probably a stupid heart locket with a picture of his 
mommy and him, hugging, and cuddling and-" Snotlout got cut off by 
Hiccup shoving him towards the door. 



"Go!" Hiccup demanded. 


"Okay, but first..." Snotlout stuck his foot out in front of Hiccup, 
tripping him over for the second time today. 

"AAAHHH!" Hiccup exclaimed in surprise, falling head first into a 
box, the impact snapping his glasses in two. He heard snickering and 
a CLICK! . 

"Man, I need to send this to Ruffnut!" Hiccup heard Tuffnut 
say . 

Hiccup got up shakily and glowered at Snotlout and Tuffnut. Well, he 
tried to. It ' s a bit hard when your vision is blurred and people look 
like a bunch of colored blobs. Snotlout laughed loudly. "Hey! Can you 
see me? Blindo!" He jeered. Hiccup took a deep breath. 

"GET. OUT. AND. LEAVE. ME. _ALONE._" Hiccup shouted. Snotlout had the 
brains to know he was deadly serious . 

"Come on. Tuff, let's leave the loser to his unpacking." He said, 
sauntering out out of the apartment, Tuffnut in tow. 

Hiccup closed the door and sighed. Luckily Hiccup had brought his 
contacts with him, just in case something like this happened. He went 
rooting through his suitcase to find them. After he could see again, 
and put his broken glasses in his glasses case and finished 
unpacking. By then it was 9:30PM, and Hiccup decided to make himself 
a sandwich and go to bed. Just one more thing; he flicked through his 
photo album until he got to the last photo. The photo was him and 
Astrid on his 9th birthday party. Hiccup smiled sadly. He missed 
Astrid with all his heart. It still hurt that she wasn't here, ten 
years later. People told him to get over it, that he would probably 
never see her again anyway, but he couldn't. 

He found the picture frame that the photo belonged in and slipped the 
photo inside. He then put it on his nightstand. 

"Where are you, Astrid?" Hiccup mumbled to the air, before snuggling 
under his covers and falling 
asleep . 
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**Please don't kill me! I broke your hearts again, didn't I? Sorry! 
Anyways, hope you enjoyed this chapter! I also need to mention; I'm 
visiting relatives next week, and I won't be able to update my 
fanfics, so I'll see you Saturday 30th May! ~CraziLexa :)** 


5. Settling In 

**Hey guys! Thanks for your patience. Well I'm back (obviously) with 
chapter 5 for you! Things are starting to get heavy... Oh, by the 
way, this is a looong chapter, as some of you have asked, nearly 3k! 
Hopefully I'll be able to write chapters as long as this one in the 
future! Review reply time!** 

**DblR: Wow, thanks so much! I'm flattered! I'm trying to make longer 
chapters, this is one of them.** 



**Midsully: Oh, I'm really sorry! You might not want to read this 
fanfic anymore, if last chapter was heartbreaking, the next ones will 
be like 10 daggers in your heart!** 

**Kuro maze no aka kira: If I kill off Snotlout, where will the 
twatty son of a bitch be?** 

**SharKohen: Nah... I'll just kick his balls. Similar situation 
happened to me once, snapped my glasses in half doing a head spring 
at gymnastics. Then my so-called friend laughed. I felt like punching 
her. Only I couldn't because I'm half blind. D:** 

**wraithm89: Thank You!** 

**Now on with the chapter. 

~CrazlLexa* * 
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_"Astrid, come on!" A small auburn haired boy called. _ 

_"I'm coming! Just hold on a minute!" A blonde haired girl called 
back, tying her shoelace. _ 

_"Astrid! We're gonna be laaate!" The auburn haired boy 
whined ._ 

_"I'm coming. Hiccup! Be patient already!" Astrid exclaimed. She tied 
her shoelace and ran to catch up with her friend. _ 

_"The fair doesn't even close until 9, and it's only 7 now." Astrid 
said ._ 

_"But then we get enough time to go on _all _the rides." Hiccup 
insisted ._ 

_When they reached the big park where the fair was being held, after 
they bought their tickets, Astrid grabbed Hiccup's hand and dragged 
him over to the Ferris Wheel. After waiting for enough passengers to 
get on, the bored looking man in the control booth started the ride. 
The two friends gripped the safety bar as they slowly went up. Just 
when they almost reached the top, the ride erupted to a shuddering 
halt. The bored looking man who ran the ride called up, "The stupid 
thing's got stuck again, don't worry, won't be long."_ 

_Hiccup panicked. _ 

_"We ' re stuck ! "_ 

_Astrid rolled her eyes. "I think we've established that . 

_"Up here, 25 feet in the air!"_ 

_"Hiccup, it's perfectly safe, stop being such a baby."_ 

_Hiccup pouted. "I'm not a baby..."_ 

_"Yes you are!" Astrid teased, 
cooed . 


"Little 2 year old Hiccup..." She 



_Hiccup refused to look at her, trying to hide a grin._ 

_"Is that a grin I see?" Astrid teased, trying to turn his face 
towards her._ 

_"No..." Hiccup insisted. _ 

_"What if I..." Astrid reached over and started tickling 
him 

_Hiccup squirmed, wriggling away from her tickling hands. _ 

_The carriage rocked and the two froze, grabbing the safety bar in a 
death like grip. After the moment of fear passed, the friends laughed 
uncontrol lab ly_ 

_Wait, what's that smell? Smells like..._ 

"You've burnt the toast again!" 

"It's only a little bit. Heather! Stop being such a drama 
queen ! " 

Astrid groaned and rolled over. She blinked the sleep out of her eyes 
and yawned, sitting up. 

"I'm not a drama queen! You do this every time you make toast, you 
burn it! Do you even know how to turn the setting down?" 

"I like it burnt! If you don't like it, piss off and make your 
own ! " 

Astrid sighed. Lovely way to wake up. She swung her legs over the 
edge of the bed and stood up, stretching out her cramped 
muscles . 

"You're such a weirdo!" 

"Like I didn't know that! I'm going to get coffee, you want 
something? " 

"Hot chocolate, and don't get me anything else, I know your 
tricks ! " 

Astrid opened the bedroom door, shrugging on her blue wooly 
robe . 

"Get me a caramel latte, will you?" Astrid asked Ruffnut, who was 
just about to leave. 

"Sure, how much do you think it'll cost?" Ruff replied, fingering 
with a bundle of notes. 

"Take 30, that should be enough." Astrid suggested, walking to the 
kitchen to make some (not burnt) toast. 

"God, this money thing is confusing." Ruff muttered, taking three ten 
pound notes. 



"And, Ruff," Astrid called. Ruff's head popped back into view. "No 
funny business, actually get the coffee, don't put watered down dirt 
in the cup . " 

Ruffnut grinned. "I make no promises." She said, before walking out 
of the door. 
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Ruffnut was dying. The man at the checkout was like Thor Himself. He 
had dark hair pulled back in a ponytail, and some kind of tribal 
tattoo on his chin. But her main focus was on his... Gorgeously 
bulging biceps... Ruff's mouth watered as she stared at them, the 
muscle flexing as he took her order. She was fantasising about what 
those arms could do to her... Sweep her up off her feet with no 
effort, push her against the wall, fingers in her hair, getting the 
angle just right while he kissed her passionately, other hand 
gripping her hip. . . 

"Urm, hello? Here's your order..." Said owner of the bulging 
biceps . 

Ruffnut snapped back to reality. 

"Oh yeah... Thanks," She squinted at his name badge. "Eret. Thanks 
Eret . " She said, trying for a seductive smile. 

Eret forced a grin. 

"Have a nice day..." He said, waving. Ruff turned and walked away, 
making sure to swing her hips as she left. 

_Crazy Americans... _Eret thought, moving onto the next 
customer . 
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Astrid stood at the kitchen counter, munching on her peanut butter 
toast, thinking about the dream she had the previous night. Or, more 
particularly, the auburn haired boy, who apparently, was called 
Hiccup. Why did the name Hiccup sound familiar? Astrid tried to 
think, but the more she thought, the more blank her mind became. It 
was annoying. She thought back to her dream; her and Hiccup went to a 
funfair. Maybe it wasn't a dream, maybe it was a memory. But it would 
be a pretty big coincidence if she once knew this Hiccup, and he 
would be going to the same university as her. Maybe it was just a 
dream. But how would she know what this Hiccup looked like when he 
was a kid? Hel, she doesn't even know what he looks like now! All she 
knows is that he's got auburn hair and glasses, and that he's tall 
and skinny. Maybe her brain made up this kid with the same name as 
the skinny idiot she saw yesterday. Or... Argh ! This is just 
frustrating. Astrid' s eyebrows furrowed. Hiccup. Eunfair. Wait, where 
was that funfair? Maybe in Berk, where she used to live. Maybe it 
_was _a memory. If it was, why couldn't she remember a boy called 
Hiccup? Maybe he was just someone from her school who she hung out 
with for awhile. Or- 


"You will not believe who took my order! He was like a gift from the 
Gods!" Ruffnut announced excitedly, chucking her jacket onto the 
couch and coming into the kitchen. Any jet lag Astrid had immediately 



evaporated with the smell of hot coffee. 


"Yeah, that good looking, huh?" Astrid commented on Ruffnut's 
announcement, taking the lid off one of the steaming cups to look for 
her latte. 

"Hel yeah! He was tall, dark haired, tattooed, and muscular! His 
name's Eret . Did I mention he was muscular?" Ruff gushed, handing 
Astrid her latte and taking a sip from her cappuccino. 

"Thanks. Let me guess, you turned on the old 'Seductive Smile and 
Swinging Hips' tactic." Astrid suggested. She hadn't seen Ruff 
drooling over a guy this much since Junior Year in High School. 

"You betcha!" Ruff nodded. 

"Oh God, who've you seen?" Heather asked, strolling into the kitchen 
and reaching for her hot chocolate. 

"Only the hottest guy in Hotsville!" Ruff gushed again, explaining in 
great detail about the bulging biceps. 

"The way they flexed when he reached over to get the coffee... 
Beautiful . . " 

Ruff breathed, a train of drool running down her chin. 

Heather gawked. "_That _hot?! So much you're actually 
_drooling_? ! " 

Ruff nodded, mouth still wide open. 

Astrid grimaced. "Okay, enough of the drooling and bulging biceps, 
it's starting to creep me out." She confessed, getting some kitchen 
roll to wipe the puddle of saliva Ruff had made on the kitchen 
counter . 
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"They should be ready within a week, we'll give you a call when they 
get in." The optician said, typing out some info on her 
computer . 

"Okay, thanks." Hiccup replied, shrugging his backpack on. 

"No problem, see you then!" The optician said cheerfully. 

Hiccup walked out of the opticians and headed to Tesco to buy some 
food for dinner that night. He was getting settled in quite well. He 
was a little overwhelmed by the hussle and bussle of London, it 
seemed like the size of China compared to Berk. Ahh, the village of 
Berk. Not many people know where it is. Well, next time you go to 
Norway, up north of Norway, there's this huge bridge called The 
Barbaric Bridge. Why? Because once upon a time, about 63 AD, Vikings 
sailed North of Norway, running away from this tribe called the 
Northern Wanderers, or running away from the curse they put on them, 
nobody knows for sure. Anyway, these Vikings were running away from 
whatever, and sailed a little past North of Norway, and landed on 
this small island in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by sea stacks. 
So they built a village on that small island and called it The Isle 



of Berk. Then other Vikings around the world heard about it and 
decided to move to Berk, some finding islands of their own. 
Generations later, about 873 AD, the Chiefs of all the islands in the 
archipelago organized a huge project of building a bridge, running 
from Norway, all the way to all the islands, with a small roundabout 
sort of thing in the middle, in order for foreigners to see what 
Vikings were capable of (Vikings were very boastful) . So the Vikings 
called it the Barbaric Bridge, and it's still here today. Rebuilt and 
modified, of course. But enough of the History lesson, and back to 
our story. Now where were we? Oh yes, Tesco. Actually, scratch that, 
shopping in Tesco is boring, let's go back to drooling girls talking 
about bulging biceps. 

A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€CA°a€<:A° 


"Is the popcorn ready yet?" Heather called from the lounge, sliding 
the DVD into the DVD player (what else would you put the DVD in? The 
microwave? Seriously, don't put DVD's in the microwave, baaad 
results ) 

"Barely. Just putting the third lot in." Ruffnut called back from the 
kitchen . 

"Isn't two enough?" Heather asked. 

"Nope, " Astrid answered, coming out of the bathroom, hair in a towel 
"Ruff eats two loads as it is." 

"Pig." Heather said, grabbing the remote to skip through the 
previews . 

"Hey, I'm a growing girl." Ruffnut shrugged, walking into the lounge, 
two big bowls of popcorn in tow. 

"I don't think you can use the 'growing girl' excuse anymore." Astrid 
said, flopping on the couch. 

"Whatevs . " Ruffnut shrugged. She shoved a handful of popcorn in her 
mouth and chewed it loudly. "What ' re we watching, anyway?" 

"The Hunger Games." Heather replied, sitting on the couch next to 
Ruff . 

Ruff's eyes lit up. "Violence and blood. Just my thing." She shoved 
another handful of popcorn in her mouth. 

"Don't hog it all." Astrid scowled. 

"Not hogging 

it . " 

"Are . " 

"Not . " 

"Are . " 

"Not . " 


"Are . " 



"No-" 


"Just watch the film already!" Heather 
snapped . 


A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A° 


There are times when Hiccup got really sick of his mom. 

"What did you have for dinner?" She asked. 

"Pasta with tomato sauce." Hiccup sighed. 

"What else?" 

"That's it." 

"Hmm. Not too bad I suppose. Still doesn't feel right. You all the 
way over there." 

"Mom I'm not gone forever, and I'll come back at Christmas." 

"You will come back for Thanksgiving, won't you?" Valka asked. 

"Uh, yeah. 'Course." 

_Great . _Hiccup thought. _Not only do I have to suffer a big family 
dinner at Christmas, but I have to suffer a big family dinner at 
Thanksgiving as well. Perfect. _ 

"Alright then. I'll leave you to, well, whatever you want to do. Bye 
baby ! " 

"Bye mom." Hiccup bid goodbye and hung up. Well that, whatever, his 
mom was talking about was nothing. _I really need to get out more. 

_He thought. He flopped onto the couch and turned the TV on. 

>He watched an old re-run of some sitcom for a while, before nodding 
off, snoring and dreaming about a beautiful girl with blonde hair and 
blue eyes.<p> 

A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A° 


The Next Day - 03:15 PM 

"Alright, girls!" Ruffnut announced. 

>Astrid and Heather were sitting on the couch, Astrid watching TV, 
and Heather checking her emails on her laptop . <br>" ' Alright ' what?" 
Heather asked. 

>"We're going out tonight!" Ruffnut yelled 

enthusiastically . <br>"Where? If we're going to some fancy diner, 
count me out." Astrid said, turning her attention back to the TV. 

>"Nope, we're going to a party! Tuffnut just texted me an invite; 
Snotlout's hosting a party at his apartment tonight. We get booze, a 
rave and some hot guys!"<p> 

"We've only been here for 2 days, and we're already breaking rules." 
Heather said, worried about her parents finding out. 



"Oh come on! When do we ever listen to our awful mothers?" Astrid 
said, standing up. "I'm in." 

"Alright!" Ruff exclaimed, giving Astrid a high five. 

Heather sighed. 

"Fine. But if our parents find out-" 

"They won't. And if they do, go tell them to stick it up their 
asses." Ruff shrugged. 

Heather rolled her eyes. 

"Crude as always. Well come on then, if we're going to this party, we 
need to get ready." 

A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A° 


_Bang bang bang._ 

"I said I'm coming!" Hiccup yelled, walking over to the door. He 
yanked the door open to come face to face with... Oh lovely. 

"Hey, little cuz." Snotlout said, grinning. 

Hiccup groaned. "What do you want, Snotlout?" 

"Just want to invite my little cuz to my party tonight. See if you 
can get yourself a lady." Snotlout snicked. "But that's hardly 
possible . " 

Hiccup glared. 

>"I don't want to go to any party." Hiccup said as politely as he 
could . <p> 

"Oh come on, cuz, " Snotlout pleaded, mock disappointed. 

"No." Hiccup said firmly. 

"Look, if you come, I swear I'll get some girl for you." 

"I don't want your charity, and I'm quite happy being 
single . " 

"Please, baby cuz." Snotlout pleaded again. 

Hiccup scowled. "Don't call me 'baby cuz', it's really 
annoying . " 

"So?" Snotlout shrugged, picking his nose. 

Hiccup made a disgusted face. 

"Could you please stop picking your nose while I'm talking to 
you? " 

"Huh? Oh got it." Snotlout peered at a gooey blob of green snot on 
the end of his finger. 



"This has been blocking my nose all day." 

"Uhh, yeah, really don't need to see that." Hiccup said, grossed 
out . 

"Now what was I saying? Oh yeah, come to this party. It's just a few 
mates, drinks and a rave." 

"Look, I appreciate the offer, but-" 

"It's just a small celebration to celebrate us growing up, come on!" 
Snotlout cut him off. 

Hiccup sighed. He was really losing this. 

"Okay, fine, fine, fine. I'll come. What time is it?" 

"8PM, my apartment. See ya there, gappy toothed one leg!" Snotlout 
called out, sauntering towards the stairs. 

"See you... Snotty faced Snotlout..." Hiccup called back lamely, too 
far away for Snotlout to hear. 
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07:30 PM 

Astrid, Ruffnut and Heather were still deciding what to wear. 

"It just depends. Do we want to look glamorous, or just laid back and 
cool?" Astrid asked, partly to herself. 

"Laid back cool. This is Snotlout Jorgenson's party we're talking 
about." Heather said, holding out a dark pink tank top. 

"How's this?" She asked, mock posing. 

"Team it up with those jeans." Ruff said, pointing to some dark blue 
bootcut jeans. 

Heather considered it. 

"I think that's okay. So I'm done." 

"I'm just wearing this dress, with these leggings." Ruff said 
carelessly, holding out a short purple dress with a frayed hem, and 
some dark brown leggings . 

"And this belt." Astrid called, chucking a wide belt Ruffnut 's 
way . 

"Thanks, what about you?" Ruff called back to Astrid, pulling her 
dress on. 

"Just this top, skirt and leggings." Astrid said, gesturing over to a 
short sleeved red T-shirt that hugged her body, a light brown denim 
mini, and some blue leggings. 

"Where's my belt with the skulls?" Astrid asked, rooting around in 
her closet. 



"Here!" Heather said, throwing over a silver belt adorned with 
skulls . 

"What shoes are we gonna wear?" Astrid suddenly said. The three girls 
froze . 

"Oh Gods!" Ruffnut groaned. 

"It's taken us 2 hours just to pick clothes!" Heather 
exclaimed . 

"Better get moving, then." Ruff said, hunting down piles of 
shoes . 
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**Oooo! I'm leaving you with this. Do you think Hiccup and Astrid 
will meet at the party? Or somehow manage to avoid each other? Leave 
your thoughts below (basically telling you to review.) and keep 
rockin'! -CrazlLexa BP** 


6. Parties, Beer, and Oops! 

**Hey guys! I've made you wait 5 chapters for this, but here it is! 
The Reunion! Is it going to be happy? Sad? Awkward? You'll have to 
read to find out! Review reply time for Guests only (people who allow 
PM and have a account, already replied to you!)** 

**a random person: Thank you! I like your idea. I'll tactically weave 
it in with my original idea, thanks!** 

**Also, I would like to thank ****Kuro maze no aka kira**** for 
pointing out that the scene in chapter 5 when Snotlout asked Hiccup 
to come to his party was really OOC, I've edited it, and it's much 
more IC (In Character), might want to check that out. And I would 
also like to thank * * * *pioob* * * * for giving me a few tips, 
thanks ! * * 

**Annnd one more thank you to ****Hazel Topaz the Dragonrider* * * * for 
her suggestion as to how Hiccup and Astrid meet, again, carefully 
weaving that in there.** 

**And for those of you who think that Astrid forgetting about Hiccup 
is lacking logic, you are wrong. I once had this best friend, until 
around 5 years ago, when me and my mum moved to live with her new 
partner. Then my mum and my friend's mum had an argument over my 
mum's car. So now my mum doesn't want me to see my friend anymore. 

Now I barely remember her. The only reason I haven't totally 
forgotten about her is because my dad is still friends with my 
friend's mum. So yeah, it might not have logic to you, but it does to 
me . ** 

**Here's chapter 6! And thanks for all the looooove ! ~CraziLexa 
: ) ** 
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Hiccup was never one for parties. Especially ones like this. The 



music was way too loud, the sound waves hammering at his eardrums, 
running down his spine. There were about 25 people crammed in the 
tiny living space, making it unbearably hot. Also there was this 
couple grinding with little dignity, attacking each others faces and 
necks right next to him. 

Hiccup tried to move away, but it's hard when there isn't anywhere to 
move to. He just stood in the corner awkwardly, holding a red plastic 
cup filled with cheap beer, which Snotlout had given him when he 
entered the door. 

"Hey 'ittle cuzzzz..." Snotlout had slurred, obviously far from 
sober . 

"Uh, hey, Snotlout." Hiccup had said awkwardly. 

"You came! 'Ere, drink this, yo-oou have to lo-oosen up 'ill bit." He 
thrust the plastic cup at him. 

Hiccup took the cup gingerly. 

"Uh thanks, I'm just gonna..." 

"Ohhhh... You thinking 'bout those sexy chicks over 'ere." Snotlout 
pointed over to a cluster of girls with long hair, too much make up, 
cropped tops, ridiculously high heels and dangerously short 
skirts . 

Snotlout leaned over to Hiccup, and as if telling him a secret, 
said; 

"That one ' ith the red hair has my name on her assss..." He slurred, 
eyes oogling the girl's ass. 

"Good, good for you." Hiccup had said, a bit disturbed. 

That was over two hours ago, and now there was no sign of Snotlout or 
the redhead. Hiccup was considering leaving. He had no purpose here, 
and it wasn't as if anyone would miss him... 

"Hey, baby-wabby cuz ! " A voice yelled. Snotlout, not much more sober 
than the last time Hiccup had seen him, walked over to him and tugged 
his sleeve. 

"'ere yo-ou goin'?" 

"I'm leaving, I want to go home and-" Hiccup started, but was 
interrupted by his rude cousin. 

"But you 'aven't seen the hot-hottie chicks yet..." Snotlout dragged 
him away from the door. 

"But I really don't-" 

"Hey! Blonde chick, small titties though..." Snotlout said, pointing 
to a girl with long blonde hair swept in a intricate braid over her 
shoulder, talking to a slightly taller blonde and a raven haired 
girl. When Hiccup looked at her, he felt a weird feeling in his 
stomach. He knew something was out of place. 



"Wat yo-oou waitin' for? Talk to-oo the hot-hottie!" Snotlout shoved 
Hiccup over to the girl. Hiccup stumbled, and tried to regain 
balance. Bit hard to do when you're as clumsy as hel. He stumbled 
again, falling into the raven haired girl, and spilling his drink all 
over the blonde girl. 

The blonde girl yelled in surprise and annoyance 
"What the hel is wrong with you!?" She snapped. 

"Oh Gods. I am so sorry." Hiccup rambled, flapping his hands around, 
panicking . 

"Yeah, be sorry when I kick your ass in!" The blonde girl glared. 

When she glared at him. Hiccup took full note of her eyes. Blue. Blue 
like the sky, the ocean, like ice. He'd seen eyes like that before, 
glaring at him in the exact same way this girl was now. Hard and 
focused. Threatening, powerful. In fact, he'd seen that exact same 
face as she wore now. Eyes hard, brow furrowed, little ski-slope nose 
scrunched up slightly to the right. Upper lip curled up, white flash 
of teeth shining menacingly. Hiccup's eyes diverted to her hands. 
Fists clenching and unclenching. Ready to strike. 

Hiccup shook his head. _No Hiccup. _He thought to himself. _It ' s not 
possible and you know it, don't even consider the option. _ 

"Hey!" The taller blonde said suddenly. "You're the dude who fell in 
that box right? What's your name? Burp?" 

The raven haired girl snorted, but the other blonde girl had a 
strange look on her face. 

"Ummm, no. It's Hiccup." Hiccup said. 

"Burp, Hiccup, Fart, what's the difference?" The taller blonde 
shrugged . 

"Heh, heh, yeah..." Hiccup was slightly wary about this blonde 
girl . 

"Look, can we go? I stink of beer, thanks to this asshole." The girl 
with the blonde braid said, glaring at Hiccup, straight in the 
eye . 

_His eyes are so green... Like... _Astrid's train of thought trailed 
off, as she saw it; The auburn haired boy, only much clearer than she 
ever saw him before. 

_"Happy birthday, Astrid! I made this for you, mom helped me though." 
Hiccup gave her a squashy parcel wrapped in star printed wrapping 
paper ._ 

_"One day, I want to fly. Not on a plane, on a dragon... They're so 
fascinating..." Hiccup said wistfully, staring at the 
clouds ._ 

_"Your face sometimes reminds me of the seaside. Your eyes are the 
sea, and the sky, your hair is the sand, and it feels like the sand 
as well, soft and tickly, and your freckles are the shells. 



_"I feel really lucky you're my best friend. 

_"I'll miss you too..."_ 

Then she knew. She once knew this boy- no, man. He seemed to 
recognize her too, judging by his disbelieving 
expression . 

"As-Astrid . . ? " Hiccup said uncertainty. 

Astrid nodded slowly and shakily. She felt weird. It was as if all 
the memories of Hiccup- she now knew- were in dusty old cardboard 
boxes, like the one under her bed, right in the back of her mind, and 
had now been thrown about in a mental hurricane. The world was 
spinning, and it had nothing to do with the alcohol in her system. 

She felt like something she never knew she lost was returned to her, 
and she didn't know what to do with it. 

Hiccup gulped. He pinched himself in an attempt to wake himself up. 

He wasn't waking up. Oh Gods, this was happening for real. He felt 
like his legs -leg- couldn't hold him up anymore. His throat 
tightened; he couldn't breath. 

"I, uh, I need to sit down, somewhere..." He said, walking in a 
daze . 

Astrid nodded numbly. 

Heather and Ruffnut were baffled. They kept glancing between Hiccup 
and Astrid, before looking at each other, wondering if they could 
work out what the hel was going on. 

Snotlout meanwhile was getting impatient. Still not sober, and unable 
to see the drama unfolding before his eyes, he staggered over to 
Hiccup and Astrid, and shoved them towards a door. 

"Goooooo! I wanna see me-my baby cuzzy be stooopid!" Snotlout 
slurred . 

After the door had closed on the dumbstruck Hiccup and the baffled 
Astrid, Snotlout giggled, put a finger to his lips, and said to an 
imaginary person; "Shhhh!" and put his ear to the door. 

Heather and Ruffnut just stared. And stared. 

"Do you have any idea just what the hel is going on?" Ruff whispered 
to Heather. Heather simply shook her head. Snotlout 
giggled . 
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Hiccup didn't know what to say. When he imagined meeting Astrid 
again, it was so clichA©. He was just walking Toothless to the park 
on Berk, and he was sitting on one of the benches, watching Toothless 
chase a butterfly in the dying light of the sunset. Then, he would 
see her; illuminated by the setting sun, long golden hair spilling 
past her shoulders, blue eyes shining with tears of joy. She would be 
smiling, and then she would run over to him, arms outstretched, and, 
again so clichA©, he would run over to her, falling into her arms. 
They would be hugging and whispering to each other, savouring the 



feeling of happiness. Then she would pull back, and hand him the 
small toy dragon. 

"I looked after him, like I promised." She would say softly. He would 
take the dragon, and hold out her necklace. 

"I guess I have to give you this back." He would say, equally soft. 

He would carefully clip the necklace back around her neck, and they 
would gaze into each other's eyes. Then, they would slowly lean in, 
lips brushing gently against each other...** [1]** 

Yeah, well that stuff only happens in movies. This, however, was real 
life. And right now. Hiccup really had no idea what to say. 

Astrid wasn't much better. Only, she hadn't even thought about how 
they would meet again. She didn't even have any idea that they would 
see each other again, due to the fact she didn't even remember his 
existence. She felt a sharp pang of, guilt? She couldn't tell. She 
didn't understand how she even forgot him. Maybe just life, and 
mom. . . 

"Uhhh. . . " 

She looked up. Hiccup was standing there awkwardly, fingers 
twitching . 

"So urn," Hiccup tried again to start a conversation. He scratched the 
back of his neck. 

"You don't have to say anything at the moment. It's a- it's a lot 
to... You know..." Astrid tapered off. 

"Take in..." Hiccup finished for her awkwardly. 

"Yeah. . . " 

Hiccup tried not to stare, honestly he did, but he couldn't help but 
notice the way Astrid bit her bottom lip nervously. Then he couldn't 
help but notice the slight plumpness of her bottom lip. How it would 
feel to kiss her... _Stop it. Hiccup. Mom would be ashamed. And this 
is your best friend we're talking about. _ 

The awkward silence continued **[2]**. The tension in the air could 
have been cut with a knife. **[ 3 ]** 

"So, Snotlout's your cousin?" Astrid asked, needing to ease the 
tension . 

Hiccup was a little confused. She knew Snotlout was his cousin, 
didn't she? 

"Umm, yeah... Didn't you know? Because..." 

Astrid was stumped. Crap. Obviously Hiccup remembered her a lot 
better than she remembered him, and that was sure to cause 
problems . 

"Must have just passed my mind, you know... Haven't seen you in a 
while ..." 



"Oh, yeah, right." Hiccup felt like something was missing. Something 
wasn't quite clicking together. 

"Umm. . . Look, it's late, and I'm kind of tired, so do you want to 
meet up tomorrow maybe?" Astrid asked, wanting an escape from the 
awkwardness . 

Hiccup looked at his phone; 12:47AM. How did it get so late? 

"Yeah, that's actually a good idea. Umm, give me your number. I'll 
text you or, whatever, and we can sort something out." 

"Yeah, here, give us your phone." Astrid held her hand out. Hiccup 
handed her his phone, and watched as she typed in her number in his 
contacts. She handed it back to him. 

"Here, I sent myself a text so I have your number." 

"Okay, thanks. Uhhh . . . So I guess... See you tomorrow?" Hiccup said, 
arms itching to hug her. 

"Yeah, see you tomorrow." 

Hiccup couldn't hold it back any longer. He pulled her into a tight 
hug. He just needed to feel her again, to be assured she wouldn't 
just disappear, like in his dreams. 

Astrid went stiff, before relaxing slightly. She hugged him back 
gently . 

She did feel a bit weird, it was like hugging a stranger, but he was 
warm, and smelled like smoked wood and the woodland. The sort of 
smell you would smell while camping in a wild forest. 

Hiccup pulled back after a few moments and gave her a crooked grin. 
Astrid found herself grinning back, she couldn't help it. His grin 
was dorky, and sort of cute. 

"I'll see you then." Astrid said, walking backwards towards the 
door . 

"Yeah, I'll text you in the morning." 

Astrid walked out of the room and walked over to Heather and 
Ruff nut . 

"What the hel was that about?!" Ruffnut demanded. Heather nodded in 
agreement . 

Astrid sighed. "Look, can we talk about it later? I just- I need a 
bit of space to think." 

Ruffnut put on an annoyed pout. 

"Come on! You stare at Burp, whatever his name is, like you're in 
some kind of trance, then you go do whatever in Snotlout's room. Did 
you fuck or what?" 


Heather elbowed Ruff's side. 



"Does everything have to revolve around sex with you?" 

"Hey, the world would be nothing without sex!" Ruff defended 

* * I" 4 j * * 

"Can we just go without you two arguing?" Astrid said, 
annoyed . 

"Fine. But you better tell me what the hel went on just there in the 
morning." Ruff huffed **[ 5 ]**. 
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Hiccup was still dumbstruck. He was back in his apartment, staring at 
the raindrops sliding down the window **[6]**. what were the chances 
of meeting Astrid in London? 1 to 10,000? And yet, he had just met 
her. But something wasn't quite right. He couldn't really tell what, 
but there was definitely something. It was just the way Astrid was 
shocked, but in a different way. Not a pleasant kind of shocked, a 
sort of, bewildered shock. And she didn't seem to know or remember 
that Snotlout was his cousin. He didn't really talk about Snotlout 
much to her, due to the fact that he didn't see him very often, and 
didn't really get along with him, but... Maybe it just passed her 
mind. It had been ten years since she had last saw him. But still, he 
couldn't help feel like something was wrong. Maybe he's just being 
picky . 

Hiccup yawned. He looked at the clock ticking away on the wall. The 
black hands seemed to be glaring at him, "It's 2AM and you're not in 
bed!". He could practically see his mom chiding him. 

He sighed and walked into his bedroom. He really needed to clean up 
tomorrow. He could see his mom chiding him again. 

He kicked off his shoe, and took off his jeans. He then sat on the 
edge of the bed and took off his prosthetic. He switched off the 
light, and snuggled under the blankets. He lay awake for a while, 
thinking about the events that occurred only a couple of hours ago, 
until he wore his brain to the lowest state of exhaustion. He gave in 
to his body and fell into a dreamless 
sleep . 
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At the time Hiccup finally fell asleep, Astrid was still awake. She 
was sitting on the couch, chewing on a fingernail mindlessly. A 
million and one things were running through her mind. Mainly 
memories. Random memories kept showing up from the depths of her 
mind. She was beginning to think she was stupid. If he was her best 
friend, why did she forget him? Did she have amnesia? Not likely. 

Some kind of brainwash? Not possible. Maybe she just got caught up 
with life. Growing up, handling her mom, school, friends, surviving 
life with her mom... Yeah, that must be it. 

Astrid furrowed her brow. If he was her best friend, surely she must 
have some photos of him, presents and things from him, shouldn't she? 
Yet, she didn't. Why didn't she? Why didn't anyone mention him, 
either? If he was her best friend, then her parents would know about 
him, so why didn't they talk about him? 



Astrid sighed. This train of thought was just running around in 
circles. She decided to head off to bed. It was late, and she was 
meeting up with Hiccup later that day. This added stress was not what 
she needed. Especially not now, right before the first term started 
for university. 
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Next Day - Sunday. 

Astrid woke up to her phone buzzing. At first, Astrid thought it was 
a fly, so she swatted the air for a while, before her phone started 
ringing . 

Yo, I'll tell you what I want, what I really really want. 

So tell me what you want, what you really want. 

I'll tell you what I want, what I really really want, 

Astrid groaned and after a few searching slaps, she found her phone 
and pressed the answer button. 

"This better be important." Astrid growled, voice still thick from 
sleep . 

"Uhh, sort of depends what your definition of 'important' is." A 
nasly voice said on the other end. 

Astrid squinted. "Who is this?" 

"Uhh, Hiccup, you know..." 

Astrid remembered last night, or early morning if you're picky, the 
auburn haired guy spilling his drink all over her, the big green 
eyes, the revealing of her childhood best friend, whom she forgot 
about . 

"Oh yeah, sorry, just, half asleep." Astrid said, sitting up. 

"Yeah, I texted you, but you didn't answer. So I phoned you, 
obviously, since I wouldn't be talking to you otherwise..." 

"Do you always do that?" Astrid asked. 

"Do what?" 

"Ramble on like that." 

There was a brief silence from the other end. 

"I suppose..." Came the reply. 

"Umm, so where do you want to meet up?" Astrid asked. They were about 
to dip into that awkwardness again, she could tell. 

"Is McDonald's okay with you? It's nearly lunch time, and yeah... 
Would be convenient ..." 

Astrid took the phone away from her ear briefly to check to time. 



12:26PM. "Yeah sure, which one, 'cause-" 

"I'll pick you up!" Hiccup blurted out. 

"Do you often blurt things out like that?" 

"Heh, umm, habit I guess." Hiccup said feebly, embarrassed by his 
sudden outburst . 

Astrid laughed lightly. He was so... Weird, in this dorky way. It was 
kind of cute. 

"Okay, if you want to pick me up, sure. I'll text you the 
address . " 


"Okay then, cool, umm... See you in about twenty, I guess..?" Hiccup 
said . 


"Yeah, see you then." Astrid said before hanging up. She texted 
Hiccup her address, before getting up to change into something a bit 
more suitable than her zebra print 
pajamas . 
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**[1] Hiccup, you're the sappiest sap I have ever met.** 

**[2] I got writer's block right after the awkward silence, fitting 
right? No? Okay.** 

**[3] *Giant knife appears* *Slices through tension* *Puts in 
sandwich* *eats* *spits out* Tension tastes awful. 

Eeeuugghh ! * * 

**[4] Absolutely true. As perverted as it seems, it is true. The 
world would not exist, and will only exist through the internet, 
since it is virtual.** 

**[5] I should be a poet...** 

**[6] Typical British weather. I hate it.** 

**Was it okay? The reunion I mean. Was it rushed? Too awkward? Just 
not fitting? Please tell me, I feel like something isn't quite right 
about it. Also I would like to mention; my blog on Tumblr has a lot 
of things to do with this fanfic, I post sneak peaks, and drawings 
and you can also ask me if there is anything you want to know if 
you're confused, or you have some ideas for me. Thanks! .com is the 
url . ** 

**Let's see if we can reach 50 reviews! 50th reviewer will get a 
prize (seriously) ! See ya next week! ~CraziLexa :)** 

**PS: I wrote most of this chapter eating chocolate pancakes and 
listening to Stoick's Ship. I cried. ** 


7. McDonald's (An awful chapter) 


**Heyo my peeps! I am so, so, sorry it's late! I had awful writer's 



block, so sorry. I might take a couple of weeks off, because of the 
writer's block, sorry. Just want to say a huuuuge thank you to 
EVERYBODY who reads, faves, follows, and reviews this fanfic, it 
really means a lot to me. By the way, 50th reviewer was 
* * * *Dragonchickl 0 1 * * * * , and if you're nosey, the prize was a one-shot 
request of your choice, it's called Love Off Duty. Btw, this fanfic 
now has 6,000+ views! That's just wow. This fanfic would be totally 
crappy without your support! Thank you again! Review reply time for 
Guests only ! * * 

**Guest:**** Urn no, Isabelle hasn't brainwashed Astrid. She's not 
that evil . * * 

**Name Night storm :*** * You're the 49th reviewer, close, but sorry! 
Thank you ! * * 

**I really appreciate your support!** 

**Joey: ****oh, that, sorry, that must have slipped from my 
admittedly weak proof reading eye. It was supposed to say 'Ruffnut's 
hair', I've fixed it now, thanks for pointing that out!** 

**Would like to give a word of thanks to * * * *DblR* * * * , who gave me an 
idea, that I have changed a bit since the last PM, but hopefully will 
be awkward and funny!** 

**~CraziLexa :) I'm feeling exceptionally evil today. PS: Watch out: 
Total Badass Hiccup in da 
building ! * * 
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Hiccup looked at the address that Astrid just texted him, grinning at 
the smiling emoji at the end. Things were starting to look up. Even 
though there was this cloud of awkwardness hovering over them, things 
were great. He stuffed his phone in his pocket. He stood up from the 
couch and went into his bedroom. He rooted around for the spare bike 
helmet he had for Astrid. He just had to hope she didn't mind 
motorbikes . 
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"Okay, tell me what the hel was going on last night. And give me 
details, details are very important in this situation." Ruffnut said, 
clapping her hands flat on the kitchen table in front of 
Astrid . 

Astrid took a sip of her water and sighed. 

"Can we talk about that later? Hiccup's going to be here 
soon . " 

"What? Hiccup, the dude who fell in that box, is coming here? To take 
you out on some kind of date? Now I seriously need to know what's 
going on." Ruffnut pulled a chair out and sat in front of Astrid, a 
demanding look on her face. 

"Eine. If it'll make you go away," 

"Which it will, " Ruff injected. 



"I used to know him. He was my best friend when I used to live on 
Berk . " 

Ruff furrowed her brow. 

"Whoa. Coincidence much. But you never said anything about a best 
friend called Hiccup." 

"That would be because I barely remember him." Astrid said. 

"Does he remember you?" Ruff asked. 

" I think so . " 

"Does he know you don't remember him?" 

"No, I mean, I haven't told him, but he might work it out, it's 
just... I can't work out how I forgot about him. If he was my best 
friend, I would have stuff from him. Y'know, photos, presents, but I 
haven't got anything." 

Ruffnut processed this information for a second. 

"Maybe they just got lost." She shrugged. 

Astrid shook her head. 

"No, I couldn't have just lost stuff like that. It just doesn't add 
up." She sighed, propping her head upon her hand. 

"Boy, do you have problems." Ruffnut stood up. "Anyways, I'm going to 
Starbucks to see if Mr. Bulging Biceps is working today, maybe I can 
get a hot date tonight, see ya ! " 

"See ya." Astrid bid goodbye. 
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When Ruffnut got out of the apartment and locked the main door, a 
loud rumbling of a motorcycle engine hit her ears. She turned round 
and saw a sleek black motorcycle with bright red markings pull up 
across the road. The rider, clad in black and brown bike leathers, 
killed the engine, and took off his helmet, running his hand through 
his tousled auburn hair. 

_Well, he's not bad looking, especially with that ass... _Ruffnut 
thought . 

Then he turned. The mood was ruined. 

_What?! That can't be the dude that fell in the box. No way._ 

The rider- Hiccup- tucked his helmet under his arm, and crossed the 
road. He saw Ruffnut and stopped. 

"Uh, hey. You're one of Astrid's friends, right?" He asked 
cautiously . 


"Yeah, and you're the ex-childhood friend, here to sweep Astrid off 



her feet and proclaim your love to her." 

Hiccup was taken aback. 

"Umm. Yes to the first thing, no to the second thing." 

Ruffnut shrugged. 

"Too bad. She really needs a boyfriend. I'm starting to think she's a 
lesbian . " 

"Uh, what?" 

"She never seems interested in guys, and she's never dated anyone. 
Seems like the definition of a lesbian to me." 

"Uh, o-okay, I'm starting to feel really awkward here, so urn, I'm 
just gonna ..." 

"You know, you're really weird. Like, you look a total badass, but 
you're a dorky momma's boy, aren't you?" Ruffnut asked. 

"Uh, I guess... Look, I just kinda want to pick Astrid up and head 
over to McDonald's, so," 

Ruffnut glanced over at his bike parked up across the road. 

"Don't let her mom find out you've got a bike, she'll kill 
you . " 

"Yeah, kinda figured." 

"Well, I'm going to Starbucks to get my hands on gorgeously bulging 
biceps. See ya, Mr. Nice Ass!" Ruff backhanded his arm in farewell, 
and strode off. 

Hiccup's eyes bulged out of his head and he turned pink. 

_Mr . Nice Ass?! What?!_ 
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Astrid and Heather were watching some boring Sunday cooking show, 
since there was nothing else to watch **[i]**^ when the intercom 
buzzed . 

"I'll get it." Heather said, about to stand up. 

"No, I'll get it, I know who it is." Astrid interrupted, standing up 
herself . 

She stood up and walked over to the intercom by the door. She picked 
the handheld up and twirled the cord between her 
fingers . 

"Hello?" 

"Uh, hi. It's Hiccup." A nasal voice said on the other end. 


Astrid laughed lightly. 



"I figured. I'll be down in a sec. 


" ' Kay . See you . " 

Astrid put the handheld back, and tugged on her blue beat-up 
Converse. She walked over to the couch and picked up her hoodie with 
the fur hood. 

"Who was it?" Heather asked. 

"Hiccup. You know, the guy who spilled his beer on me last night? 

He's taking me to McDonald's." 

Heather raised her eyebrow. 

"Am I missing something here?" 

"Ask Ruff to fill you in when she gets back." 

Heather nodded, albeit confused. 

"See you, then. And have fun!" Heather called out, as Astrid walked 
out of the door. 

"Bye ! " 

Astrid closed the door, and pulled her satchel over her head and on 
her shoulder. 

She jogged her way down the stairs into the lobby and opened the main 
door. She was going to say a 'Hello! ' but she stopped dead. Why? 

Maybe because of the tall handsome guy clad in biker leathers, his 
black and red helmet tucked under his arm. God. This couldn't be the 
guy who spilled his drink over her the night previous. The guy who 
spilled his drink over her last night was tall, but lanky, wearing a 
green T-shirt and dark blue jeans. This guy was, tall, lean, in tight 
leather that defined that, uh, really, and I mean really, nice 
ass . 

The handsome man grinned. 

"Hey, Astrid!" He said. 

Astrid snapped out of her trance. 

"Oh, hi. Hiccup!" She nodded towards his bike helmet. 

"Didn't think you were the sort of person to ride a 
motorcycle . " 

"I'm a guy of surprises." Hiccup joked. 

"I'm looking forward to seeing more." Astrid said, before her eyes 
caught sight of the sunlight glinting off a metal thing around 
Hiccup's legs. 

"Whoa. You really are a guy of surprises." She said, seeing the metal 
thing as a prosthetic. 



Hiccup chuckled. 


"Heh, heh . Yeah, whenever I say to my parents 'I need to tell you 
something', they take a deep breath and brace themselves." He said, 
gesturing to Astrid to follow him across the road. 

"Why? What things have you sprung on them in the past?" Astrid asked, 
obeying his gestures and following him. 

"Things like, 'Hey Mom, I found this stray dog a few weeks ago, he's 
been here for all that time, but his leg's got infected and I need to 
take him to the vet.'" 

Astrid looked at him as if he was crazy. 

"That's a, pretty big surprise to spring on someone out of the 
blue. " 

"Hey, she managed." 

They reached the sleek black motorcycle, and Hiccup pulled a blue 
helmet from the trunk and handed it to Astrid. She took it and pulled 
over her head, fastening the straps. Hiccup put his helmet on, before 
swinging his leg over the bike and sitting down. He extended his arm 
out for Astrid. 

Astrid backhanded his arm out of the way. 

"I can get on by myself." She defended, swinging her leg over the 
bike like Hiccup had. Unfortunately, having never got on a motorcycle 
before, she wobbled and would have fallen off if it hadn't been for 
Hiccup's hand catching her elbow. 

"Don't. Say. A. Word." Astrid glared, embarrassed. 

"Wasn't going to." Hiccup lied, trying not to let a chuckle slip out 
of his mouth. 

Astrid steadied herself. 

"Just hold onto me," Hiccup said, starting up the engine. 

Astrid wrapped her arms around Hiccup's middle tightly, noting the 
slight firmness of his chest. 

Hiccup kicked up the kickstand, and they were 
of f . 
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Ruffnut arrived at Starbucks and pushed open the door. She scanned 
the counter, and her eyes lit up at the sight of Eret . She strolled 
over to the counter and stood behind a middle aged woman in a 
business suit. 

After a couple of minutes, the woman moved away from the counter, 
coffee cup in hand. Ruff moved closer to the counter and propped her 
chin upon her hand, smiling seductively. 

"Hey, Eret! Eancy seeing you here!" 



Eret blinked. 


"Uh, I work here, so I'm here everyday." 

"Cut the bullcrap, we both know the real reason you're here, on a 
weekend, when you could be at home." Ruffnut said huskily, sticking 
her chest out to enhance her breasts. 

Eret blinked twice. 

"We do?" 

"Oh yes, you're here for the same reason I am." 

"And that would be...?" 

"To see me, of course! Since you don't have my number." 

Eret blinked thrice. 

"Right. Can I take your order?" 

"Oh I've got an order. An order that isn't on the menu up there." 
Ruffnut said, glancing up at the menu overhead, before turning her 
attention back to Eret, eying him hungrily. 

Eret looked confused. 

"Well, if it's not on the menu up there, then I don't think I can 
help you . " 

"Oh you can help me. Definitely." Ruffnut said with half lidded 
eyes . 

"UhhaC 1 Can I take your order?" Eret asked again, desperate for an 
escape from this crazy American psycho. 

"Oh yes, you most certainly can." Ruff said, biting her lower 
lip . 

"Soa€ 1 ?" 

"You, you bad boy." Ruff growled. 

Eret gulped. _Oh help. Please, Thor, help me get away from this 
psycho, please! _ 

Sadly, Thor was obviously taking a break today, because he didn't 
hear Eret ' s desperate prayers. 

"So, are you gonna give me what I ordered?" Ruffnut asked. 

"Sorry, but I'm going to have to pass on that one. I can give you 
coffee, or a muffin-" 

Ruffnut laughed huskily. 

"Oh, playing the 'Good Boy' game, are we? I like your style." 



"Uha€ 1 Oh what was that, Frank? Yeah, be there in a minute." Fret 
faked, before turning back to Ruffnut with a forced smile. 

"Sorry, I have to go, Chris will take your order, won't you, Chris?" 
He nudged a tall blonde guy, standing next to him. 

Chris rolled his eyes. 

"Be right there..." 

"Hope you have a nice day..." He said to Ruffnut, before walking into 
the back to see what Frank so-called 
wanted . 
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"So, uh, what do you want? It's on me." Hiccup asked Astrid. They 
were walking up to McDonald's **[2]**, side by side. 

Astrid shrugged in response. 

"Cheeseburger, the usual. And I'm buying my own, this isn't a date." 
She glared saying the last bit, albeit smiling. 

"No, I insist . " 

Astrid rolled her eyes. 

"Fine. If it'll make you feel all macho, go ahead." 

"Hey, I'll have you know, I have plenty of manliness under this." 
Hiccup gestured to himself. 

"Uh huh, sure you do. Hiccup, sure you do." Astrid nodded. 

It was weird. She felt so comfortable around Hiccup. Even if he was a 
stranger to her, she felt soa€ 1 _free_. Never in her life had she 
felt like this with anyone before. 

They reached McDonald's and Hiccup pushed open the door, standing 
aside and mock bowing. 

"Ladies first, " 

Astrid shook her head, but accepted the offer and walked in, and 
Hiccup followed her. 

They walked over to the counter, and Hiccup turned to Astrid. 

"You go sit down. I'll get the food." He said. 

"Like I said, this isn't a date-" 

"And I say I can still be a gentleman." Hiccup interrupted, 
grinning . 

"Fine, fine." Astrid muttered, turning around and walking over to one 
of the window seats. 


She sat down and put her bag under the table. She took her phone out 



and texted Ruff. 


Astrid: Hey, found Mr. Biceps? 

Ruffnut: Yea, but he said he was busy : ( 

Astrid: Aww, poor u 

Ruffnut: Don't worry. I'll get ' im 
Astrid: I don't doubt u will 

Astrid put her phone back in her hoodie pocket. A few minutes later. 
Hiccup came over to her, tray in hand. 

"Here you go, M'lady." Hiccup said cheerfully, putting her food in 
front of her. 

"Thanks . " 

They were silent for a while, too busy eating to start 
conversation . 

Halfway through his burger. Hiccup spoke up. 

"So, urn. I never got round to asking you what you're doing here in 
London . " 

Astrid looked up from her fries and swallowed her mouthful before 
answering . 

"College. Mom said colleges in London were better than the ones in 
New York, apparently." 

"Same here." Hiccup nodded. 

Astrid racked her brain for something else to say. They were about to 
dip into that awkwardness again, when suddenly, a buff looking guy 
with dark red hair in a ponytail, tattoos inked into his skin, called 
out . 

"Hiccup? " 

Hiccup turned round and turned back quickly, looking 
petrified . 

"What is it?" Astrid asked, confused. 

Hiccup didn't have time to answer, because the red haired guy jogged 
over to them and threw his arm around Hiccup. 

"Brother! It's been so long!" The guy said, squeezing Hiccup so hard 
he couldn't breath properly. 

"Heh, ah- good to see you too, Dagur." Hiccup wheezed. 

"Oh we have so much to catch up on!" The guy, now revealed to be 
'Dagur', said, sitting down next to Hiccup. 


Astrid blinked. Okay. 



"Ehh, I, uh, it's nice to see you again, but uh, I'm kinda in the 
middle of-" 


Dagur just seemed to notice Astrid's presence and 
laughed . 

"Hahahahaha! Oh, wow, so Hiccup The Nerd has finally got himself a 
girlfriend!" He laughed again. 

"Th-this is Astrid, and she's not, uh, my, uh, girlfriend." Hiccup 
explained . 

"Hope you're being good to her, she's a hot one." Dagur said, seeming 
not to hear Hiccup. 

Hiccup and Astrid exchanged looks. 

"Has Hiccup not told you about me?" Dagur asked. 

"Uh, Dagur..." Hiccup began, but was interrupted by Dagur. 

"I'm a family friend of the Haddocks, Hiccup's father and mine used 
to work together, until my father died last year, " Dagur took a 
moment to look solemn. 

"But anyway, I'm planning on carrying on with the family 
business ..." 

For the next half an hour, Dagur told them stories of his many 
'successes' while Hiccup, still trapped in Dagur 's headlock, looked 
bewildered, and Astrid looking confused and equally bewildered. 

" . . . And then, due to my genius plan, we found land and were saved 
from drowning, and then the mayor-" Dagur was interrupted by his 
phone . 

"Oh, sorry, have to go, this could really help me break through with 
the business." He said, getting up and waving. 

"Uh, bye, Dagur..." Hiccup said feebly. 

A few moments passed as both Hiccup and Astrid enjoyed the lack of 
Dagur 's voice bragging about whatever he was bragging about, and then 
Astrid spoke up. 

"Can I have an explanation?" She asked. 

"There isn't one." Hiccup replied. 
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It was nearly 4pm by the time Hiccup dropped off Astrid at her 
apartment . 

"Astrid?" Hiccup asked as Astrid was about to unlock the door. She 
turned . 


"Yeah?" 



"I, uh, got you something, well, technically, I'm giving you 
something back, but, whatever..." 

Astrid furrowed her brow. 

"'Give me something back'?" 

"Yeah, uh, here." Hiccup handed her a small black box. 

Astrid took it, shooting him a confused look. 

"Open it." Hiccup nodded. 

Astrid opened it and saw a silver necklace, with a small star charm 
hanging from it. Her eyes widened. 

"This- this is my necklace..." She said. 

Hiccup scratched the back of his neck awkwardly. 

"You said-" 

"-give it back to me when you see me again." Astrid finished for him. 
She looked up from the box and smiled at Hiccup. 

"Thank you." She said. 

Hiccup shrugged. 

"Hey, it was nothing." 

Astrid closed the box and threw her arms around Hiccup's neck. She 
didn't know why she did it, she just knew she wanted to feel his arms 
around her again. 

Hiccup hugged her back tightly. He grinned. It didn't matter that 
there was a cloud of awkwardness constantly hovering over them, for 
now. For now, all that mattered was that she was 
here . 
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**[1] Sunday is not the time to watch TV, unless you want to watch a 
load of crap about houses and cooking.** 

**[2] Have you tried parking anywhere near McDonald's? It's 
impossible unless you want a parking fine.** 

**Okay, guys. I'm going to take a few weeks off for now, due to this 
pain in the ass writer's block. Sorry for anyone who is annoyed by 
this, but I'm totally stuck. Sorry again, it won't be for too long, 3 
weeks at the most, but I'm not going to abandon this fic, ever. Hope 
you guys understand! ~CraziLexa :)** 


8. Ice Cream, Secrets, and Grumpy Ruffnut 

**Hey guys! I am back with another chapter for you, a day early! So, 
you wondering what I've been doing the last four weeks? Well, it kind 
of goes like this:** 



a€<: **Ate too much junk and crap to be considered heathly** 
a€<: **Read fanfics** 

a€<: **Watched Dragons: Race to the Edge** 

a€C **Hated Heather** 

a€<: **Hated the lack of hiccstrid** 

a€<: **Finally found the ignore button on Tumblr** 

a€<: **Tidied my room** 

a€<: **Babysat my little sisters** 

a€<: **Tried not to kill my annoying brothers** 

a€C **Found out there are colleges near me that take over 14 
homeschooled kids, which means in around a year I could be a college 
student (!) * * 

a€<: **Did some serious plotting and planning and organizing on this 
fanfic, that probably ups the drama to an 8/10 and that makes the end 
far off** 

a€<: **Wrote a oneshot for my 100th follower (100th?!)** 

a€<: **Got new glasses and got my pupils dilated (I'm hurt! I am very 
much hurt! Nah, just exaggerating.)** 

**So, umm. . . What else did I miss out, errr... Oh yes!** 
a€C **REACHED OVER ONE HUNDRED FOLLOWERS!** 

**You guys are AMAZING! I really can't thank you enough! I mean, 
seriously? Only 7 chapters and like, 20 odd more to go, and I'm 
already this successful?! Who's paying you to be this kind to me?! My 
mother? Seriously though, a year ago, I wrote this modern au one 
shot, which has been taken down to be used in one of the many future 
fics I plan on writing, and that got 23 followers, which at the time 
was a big thing for me, but, 109?! Wow. That's a big number for me. I 

know that some fics have got like 1000+ followers and 100 seems like 

a toast crumb in comparison, but that's a lot to me. Anyway, I'll 

stop my unnecessary rambling and get on with the chapter, but 

first ... * * 

**... Review reply time for guests only!** 

**Guest: Thank you!** 

* *TheUnknownPerson : Thank you, your kind words really help me not 
give up on this fic, thank you!** 

**Now I am done, enjoy this chapter! ~CrazlLexa 
: ) ** 
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Time skip - Wednesday - 3 days after McDonald's date. 

Astrid was pooped. Not only today Heather insisted on going to Oxford 
Circus to look at the shops, yesterday the girls had decided to take 
a tour of London, including visiting Big Ben, trying to take a decent 
photo of Buckingham Palace, and spending almost A£70 to go on the 
London Eye 

"Ugh, Heather, _please _can we go back to the apartment; I'm gonna 
collapse if I walk another step." Astrid whined. 

"We're getting coffee first; I need to see this Eret . " Heather said, 
skipping ahead of her with Ruffnut in lead. 

Astrid groaned. 

"He's a guy. A guy with muscles. Let me think who else fits that 
description... Oh yeah! About 45% of males in the world!" Astrid 
sassed . 

"Not listening to you!" Ruff sing-songed. 

Astrid rolled her eyes and reluctantly followed her friends. 

Ruffnut pushed open the door to Starbucks and wasted no time pointing 
Eret out to Heather. 

"See that guy there; the one with the dark hair. That, is 
Eret . " 

"Whoa." Heather said in disbelief. 

"Sexy, isn't he?" Ruff remarked. 

"I thought he was your version of hot, not like, everyone's version 
of hot . " 

"Oh he's just hot all over. Maybe I can get him into a threesome with 
us sometime." 

Heather looked at Ruffnut, perturbed. 

"Uh, no thanks." 

"Your loss . " 

"Get us a caramel latte, will you?" Astrid said upon arrival, handing 
Ruff a fiver. 

"Yes ma'am!" Ruffnut said, taking the fiver. 

"Coming, Heather?" Ruff asked as she walked over to the counter where 
Eret stood. 

"Uh huh." Heather said and walked over with Ruffnut. 

Astrid sat down at one of the window seats, and shoved the bags of 
newly bought clothes under the table. She took her phone out of her 
pocket and fired a text off to Hiccup. 



Astrid: I'm pooped. Heather insisted on going shopping today :{ 

A few moments later, she got a reply; 

Hiccup: Ouch. Where are u now? 

Astrid: Starbucks. Ruff is eye-humping one of the guys at the 
checkout 

Hiccup: Now that's scary. When she said bye to me when I picked u up 
on Sunday, she called me Mr. Nice Ass 80 

Astrid: Lol yeah, that's just Ruff all over 

Hiccup: Do you want to meet up tomorrow? 

Astrid: Yea, sure. Just not anything that involves walking. I'll 
probably collapse. 

Hiccup: XD don't worry. How about we go to cinema? 

Astrid: Sound good. What time? 

Hiccup: How does 1:30 sound? We can grab lunch then head over to 
cinema . 

Astrid: Sound cool. U pick me up? 

Hiccup: Yea, don't mind the bike, do u? 

Astrid: :/ Seriously? Hell no 

Hiccup: kk, just making sure 

Astrid: Gtg, Ruff and Heather r back, and probably with juicy info of 
close up gaping at checkout guy's biceps. Lucky me : | 

Hiccup: Aww, don't worry, you'll be with normal people 
tomorrow 

Astrid: U? Normal? You're shitting me 

Hiccup: True that. Anyway, c u tomorrow, M'lady! ; ) 

Astrid stared at the end of the text for a moment before 
replying . 

Astrid: See you :) 

"Who you texting?" Heather asked Astrid, sliding her caramel latte 
across the table to her. 

"Thanks. I was texting Hiccup." Astrid replied, taking a sip of her 
hot coffee. 

"You two have been texting each other a lot." Ruffnut said. 

"Hey, we have a lot to catch up on." Astrid said. 

"Do you remember anything more about him? Or...?" 



"A bit. It's all coming back gradually. I still can't work it out 
though. I'm gonna ask my mom on Friday when she calls." Astrid 
said . 

"You don't have amnesia, do you?" Ruff asked. 

Astrid gave Ruff a look. 

"No I don't. I'm sure it'll come out in the end." 

"You don't think he's lying do you?" Heather asked. 

"What do you mean?" 

"He could just be faking he knows- no that doesn't work, you remember 
him. No matter." 

Astrid sighed. 

"Come on, I know you're bursting to tell me about Fret, spill and 
ignore my bored expression." 

"Oh! He actually looked at me, _like really looked at me..._" 

Astrid didn't hear anything after that, too wrapped up in the 
never-ending mystery: Just how exactly _did_ she forget about Harvey 
Haddock? 
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Next day - Thursday - 01:25 PM 

"Ruff, have you seen my boots? The furry ones. I can't find 
them. " 

"Not a fecking clue." Ruffnut said coldly. 

Astrid sighed. 

"Look, I'm sure it was for both of you, or it was just a mistake, or 
an accident . " 

Why Ruffnut was miserable? Because Heather found a small note stuck 
under her cup of hot chocolate last night, and on it was scrawled 'I 
think you're cute' in blue biro. 

Ruffnut snorted. 

"Yeah, yeah. Sugar-coat everything so I won't be miserable. Well 
guess what, it won't work." Ruff said, stomping into the kitchen to 
grab yet another tub of ice-cream. 

Astrid winced as she heard Ruffnut mutter something along the lines 
of, 'Raven haired bitch'. At least Heather wasn't throwing a 
strop . 

"Hey, Heather, " Astrid called over to Heather who was lounging on the 
couch . " 



"Yep?" 

"Have you seen my furry boots?" 

"Bottom of Ruff's closet." Heather said, and turned her attention 
back to the TV. 

"Thanks . " 

Astrid walked into the room Ruff and herself shared and went rooting 
in the bottom of Ruff's closet. 

"Ah, there you are." Astrid muttered to herself. 

She tugged the boots on. When she tugged the left boot on, there was 
a disturbing lump at the bottom. She pulled the boot off, and tipped 
it upside down. A small black thing plopped onto the carpet. Astrid 
picked it up carefully. Hiccup's toy dragon. She'd forgotten about 
it . 

Her vancant hand went up to her neck, where her silver chain with the 
star charm hung. 

_B zzz, bzzz, bzz z_ 

Astrid stood up, grabbed her phone off her bed and checked the new 
message . 

Hiccup: Running a bit late, be there in 5 
Astrid: K, see u 

She had a small thing to do in those five 
minutes . 
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"Astrid! Hiccup's outside!" Heather called out. 

"Tell him I'll be down in a sec!" Astrid called back. 

Astrid examined her work. Well, it was nothing fancy, but it was 
something . 

Astrid stood up and slipped on her hoodie. She checked her bag and 
slung it over her shoulder. 

"See ya guys later!" Astrid bid farewell as she walked out of the 
apartment . 

"Bye, have fun!" Heather said. 

"Go rot in hell!" Ruffnut screamed. 

Astrid closed the door, and made way to the elevator. **[i]** 

Just like he was on Sunday, Hiccup was leaning against the wall next 
to the entrance of the apartment block, his helmet tucked under his 
arm . 



"Hey." He greeted her with a crooked grin. 

"Hi." Astrid said back. 

"So, where are we going for lunch?" Astrid asked Hiccup as they 
walked to his bike. 

"Nothing fancy, just Subway." He replied, handing her the spare 
helmet . 

"Cool . " 

"Need help getting on?" Hiccup asked slyly, holding his hand out for 
her . 

Astrid glared. 

"No I do not." She said, swinging her leg over the bike. "See?" She 
said triumphantly. 

"Okay, okay. Just asking." 

Astrid wrapped her arms around Hiccup's middle. 

"You ready?" Hiccup asked. 

Astrid nodded. 

Hiccup kicked up the kickstand and drove 
of f . 
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"So, what do you want? It's on me." Hiccup asked Astrid. 

"Nuh uh . You paid for my McDonald's on Sunday. It's on me." Astrid 
said . 

"No, seriously, it's fine. I'll pay." 

"It's only fair! Plus this isn't a date." 

" I insist . " 

"Well I insist that you let me pay." 

"It's really oka-" 

"Are you going to order or what?" The guy behind the counter said 
grumpily . 

"Uh, yeah. I'll have uh, 6-inch tuna on Italian bread, and..." Hiccup 
trailed off, looking at Astrid, pointedly. 

"I can speak for myself. I'll have 6-inch chicken tikka on hearty 
Italian bread." 

"Right, cheese and toasted?" 
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"Can I ask you something?" Astrid asked Hiccup as they were just 
finishing their food. 

"You just did." Hiccup teased. 

Astrid rolled her eyes. 

"No, I mean seriously." 

"Sure, fire away." 

"How did you lose your leg? You don't have to tell me if you don't 
want to . " 

Hiccup was silent for a a moment, and just when Astrid was going to 
apologize for encroaching on a touchy subject, he spoke. 

"When I was 15. Mom was teaching me how to drive, and then this guy 
driving on the wrong side of the road T-boned us. Our car flew across 
the road and crashed into a tree. My leg got squashed and when they 
got me out, it was mangled beyond repair." 

"Oh." Was all Astrid could say. 

"I mean, I blacked out when we crashed into the tree; Mom told me 
what happened after I woke up from my coma." 

"Was your Mom okay?" Astrid asked. 

"Yeah. She had a mild concussion, and a few glass shards stabbed her 
abdomen, but she's fine." 

Astrid nodded, at a loss as to what to say. 

"So," Hiccup started, trying to change the subject. "What do you want 
to see at the cinema? 

"Not sure. I don't really feel like some all-action guns-blazing 
film" 

"There's an animation that came out a while ago." Hiccup said, taking 
his phone out of his pocket. 

"Yeah?" 

"Yeah, think it's called The Nut Job." 

"As in a crazy person, or a job involving nuts?" 

"Think it's supposed to be both." 

"What makes you think I want to watch a film about nuts?" 

"Now that's where my master plan comes in." Hiccup said, 
grinning . 

Astrid raised an eyebrow. 

"Your 'Master Plan'?" She said, making quote marks in the air with 



her hands . 


"Yep. We're going to act like a pair of 10 year olds today." He said 
as if that was perfectly normal. 

"Act like a pair of 10 year olds?" 

"Yeah, y'know, watch films about nuts, play in the park, demand for 
ice-cream, etcetera." 

"And you said you were normal . " 

"Hey, there is no such thing as normal. Everyone is crazy." Hiccup 
said seriously. 

"I suppose." Astrid said. 

"So, you in?" 

"I'm in." 
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"Okay, so it was pretty funny." Astrid admitted as she and Hiccup 
strolled out of the cinema. 

"I told you!" Hiccup said. 

"Where to next?" Astrid asked. 

"Ice cream!" Hiccup exclaimed, grabbing her hand and running down the 
road . 

"Whoa, slow down!" 

"No! You speed up, slowcoach!" Hiccup laughed. 

"How can a guy with one leg be so fast?!" Astrid asked as they drew 
to a stop outside a corner shop. 

"Do not simply underestimate the metal leg." Hiccup 
lectured . 

"Alright, alright. Sorry Mr. Metal Leg." Astrid apologized. 

"Come on, I need ice cream." Hiccup said as he walked into the 
shop . 

Astrid rolled her eyes and followed him. 

At least this was way better then dealing with a grumpy 
Ruff nut . 
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"You've got chocolate on your nose." Hiccup whispered. 

Astrid dunked her ice cream on his nose. 


"So have you." She whispered back. 



"Why are we whispering?" Hiccup whispered. 

"I have no clue. You started it." Astrid whispered back. 

Hiccup and Astrid were sitting in a tree ** (K-I-S-S-I-N-G Nah, just 
kidding, unfortunately)**, their legs dangling from the thick branch 
holding them up. 

Climbing trees while holding ice creams is very hard. 

"Come here." Hiccup beckoned Astrid with a finger. 

Astrid leaned over slightly, and Hiccup wiped the ice cream off her 
nose with his thumb. 

Astrid' s face tingled slightly at the contact. 

Hiccup took his hand away from her face quickly. 

"Erm. . . I should take you back." He said quickly. 

"Uh, yeah. Hold my ice cream." Astrid said, handing her ice cream to 
Hiccup . 

She climbed down and held her hands out for the ice creams. 

Hiccup reached out as far as he could, and dropped the ice creams a 
short way into Astrid' s open palms (a very dangerous 
situation) . 

Hiccup then climbed down and took his ice cream. 

"I had fun today." Astrid said as they walked to the car park where 
Hiccup's bike was parked. 

"Me too." 

"Hey, I got something for you." Astrid said. 

"Yeah?" Hiccup said, eyebrow raised. 

Astrid handed him a small wrapped bundle. 

"What's this?" Hiccup asked. 

"Open it . " 

Hiccup opened it and saw it was a small black toy dragon, which he 
hadn't seen for years. 

"Toothless." Hiccup said, a grin breaking out on his face. 

He looked at Astrid. 

"Come 'ere." He said pulling her into a tight 
hug . 
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Meanwhile in New York... 


"Alan! Will you please fix the fence! It's making the house look 
shabby!" Isabelle said as she burst through the door like a cork from 
a champagne bottle. 

"Just about to do it now. Honey! Just getting my toolbox from the 
basement." Alan replied to his wife. 

Alan walked down the stairs leading to the basement, and started 
hunting around for his toolbox. 

While he was looking, he spotted a small stack of cardboard boxes by 
the wall. 

Alan furrowed his brow. He didn't remember anything being in 
cardboard boxes. Apart from the Christmas and Thanksgiving stuff, but 
those boxes were labeled. 


He walked towards them, and opened the top one. 


Alan became more confused. Why was a bunch of Astrid's old things in 
here? Alan looked at the stuff. He picked up a small stuffed parrot. 
Didn't Astrid's old friend give her that for her birthday? What was 
his name? Henry? Hayden? Harvey? Harvey! That was it. But why was it 
here? Alan shook his head, picked up his toolbox, and climbed up the 
stairs . 

"Isabelle?" Alan called. 


"Yes?" 


"Why are there a load of boxes with some of Astrid's old things in 
them? " 

Isabelle looked panicked for a second, and then regained her 
composure . 

"Maybe Astrid found some things she wanted to keep, and put them in 
the basement to keep them safe." 


Alan nodded. 


"Right. Probably. Now, that fence..." 

Isabelle wasn't going to let her well executed plan unwind so easily. 
Revenge was best served cold. 
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Back in London... 

"Hey Mom!" Hiccup said when she picked up. 

"Hi baby! How have you been doing?" Valka asked. 

"Great! And you'll never believe who I bumped into at Sno- I mean 
Scott ' s party ! " 

"You went to a party?" Valka asked, slightly worried. Hiccup wasn't 



the party type. 

"Yeah, but anyway, guess who I bumped 
into ! " 

"Who?" 

"Astrid ! " 

There was a pause on the other end. 

"What?" Valka finally said. 

"Astrid! Seriously, I'm not kidding!" Hiccup 
said . 

"Really? ! " 

"Yep!" Hiccup said, popping the 'p'. 

"What's she doing in London? Does her mother know she's there? What 
does she look like?" Valka rambled. 

"Mom! Slow down! She's here for college, and, she's beautiful." 

Hiccup said, smiling softly. 

"You know what this is? It's a sign from the Gods!" 

"Yeah, it could be." Hiccup said. 

Valka went quiet for a bit . 

"Does Isabelle know you two have met again?" She asked. 

"Not that I know of." 

"Right. Just asking because... Well, you know." 

"Yeah, I know. Look, I'm gonna head off to bed now, so yeah." 

"Oh right! Don't want to take you from your bed. I'll call you on 
Tuesday, find out how your first day was, okay baby?" 

"Yeah sure. Love you. Momma!" 

"Love you too, baby!" Valka bid farewell and hung 
up . 
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**[1] That look weird. I just want to change it to 'Lift' but that's 
not American.** 

**Oooooo! Do you know what Isabelle is doing? And why? I'm not giving 
any clues ! * * 

**So a question. How many male readers do I have on this fic? Just 
want to know. Review for me!** 


**Also, random question to amuse me: How many ice creams have you had 



this year already? I've had around 7. If you can't answer that 
question for some reason, tell me what your favorite Subway is. Mine 
is Chicken Tikka on hearty Italian bread, with lettuce, cucumber, 
lots of onion, and sweet corn. Mhmmm!** 

**See ya all next week! ~CrazlLexa :D** 


9. Secrets, secrets, secrets 

**Sorry this is late, my dad came today, I'm currently with him now 
in a Hotel. So yeah! Hope you enjoy! So... Don't feel like an 
author's note right now... It's 1:52 AM and I'm well tired, and I 
still got to post this on AOS... Ugh... Umm. . . I reached over 10,000 
views! So... Review reply time for guests...** 

**DB: Go you!** 

* *Left sockblues : Ch-chocolate peanut butter ice cream?! WHY?! THAT'S 
MY FAVOURITE! NOOOO!** 

**Guest: Nope. Nope, nope, nope, nope, nope. Wrong. I'm not writing 
such clichA© junk.** 

**Read. And enjoy. Oh, 100 reviewer will get the old classic 

CrazlLexa Oneshot Request! So... Yeah... *falls 

asleep*** 
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New York - Friday - 10:30 PM (New York Time) 


Isabelle was getting ready for bed, while Alan was brushing his teeth 
in their en suite bathroom, when Isabelle's spare mobile 
rang . 


Isabelle paused in the process of taking off her jewelry. 


She picked up the phone carefully, looking up at the shut bathroom 
door cautiously. It was a number she hadn't seen in a while. 


"I'm just going to get a drink, darling. Don't wait up for me. 
Isabelle called out to her husband. 


"Sure thing, honey. Night." Alan said, peering out of the 
bathroom . 


"Night." Isabelle said, smiling sweetly. She waited for the door to 
close again before going downstairs. 

"Hello, Dagur. Haven't heard from you in a while." Isabelle said into 
the receiver. 


"Mrs. Hofferson. Family business, you know? Anyway, I have some 
news." Dagur replied. 


"Yes?" 


"I've seen a certain Haddock in London." 



Isabelle froze. 


"Excuse me?" Isabelle said, hoping she misheard. 

"Harvey Hanson Haddock, in London." 

Isabelle set her jaw. 

"Are you sure?" 

"Positive. And, he was with your daughter." Dagur 
confirmed . 

Isabelle shook her head. 

"And why exactly is he there?" 

"University, as far as I can tell." 

"Oh God, no." Isabelle said, rubbing her temples. 

"What do you want me to do?" Dagur asked. 

Isabelle took a deep breath to prevent herself from screaming in 
anger . 

"Eliminate him. And make sure he's dead. Do something about Astrid, 
can't have her remembering him. Do it, Dagur. Properly, this 
time . " 

"I'll get in contact with my people." Dagur 
said . 

"Good. " 
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Next Day - Saturday - London - 4:30 PM 

Hiccup didn't usually go to Starbucks, he was fine with instant 
coffee made in his favorite mug; a red one with a cartoon Viking 
helmet on it, but today he'd just got his new glasses, and as he 
passed Starbucks, the scent of hot coffee brought him through the 
glass doors, and towards the counter. 

"Hi, can I take your order?" A dark haired guy with particularly 
muscular arms said to him. 

"Uh, yeah. Could have have a cappuccino, please." 

"Sure, coming right up." The guy said, turning around to take his 
order . 

Hiccup took a fiver out of his wallet. 

"Here you go, " The guy said, accepting the fiver, and counting out 
his change. 

"Thanks." Hiccup pocketed the change, and walked towards one of the 
window seats . 



He sat down, and checked his emails on his phone. 

_Slap !_ 

Hiccup jumped as a pair of hands slapped the table in front of him. 

He looked up and saw a small girl with messy blonde hair shoved under 
a snapback that said 'Kiss My Ass', and a mischievous glint sparkled 
in her grey-blue eyes. 

"Hey, dude." She said. 

"Uh, hi?" Hiccup said cautiously. 

"Have ya seen my mate? Big fat thing, with blonde hair." 

Hiccup shook his head. 

"No I haven't, sorry." 

"Well, if ya see 'im-" 

"Garni!" A voice interrupted her. 

The girl, now known as Garni, turned round. 

A bubbly, husky guy wearing a large black T-shirt with a Rubik's Gube 
printed on it, baggy blue jeans, and brown Gonverse, walked over to 
them . 

"Where were ya? ! " Garni yelled, backhanding the husky guy's beefy 
arm . 

"I was looking for you!" The husky guy said. 

The husky guy saw Hiccup and waved. 

"Hi! I'm Fishlegs!" He said. 

"Hi?" Hiccup replied. 

"He don't care, I only asked him if he'd seen ya ! " Garni 
said . 

"Doesn't." Fishlegs corrected. 

Garni rolled her eyes. 

"I say it how I want to, alrigh'?" 

Hiccup looked from Garni to Fishlegs. These people were 
weird . 

Fishlegs saw Hiccup looking at them. 

"She's a bit crazy, but she's nice inside, really." 

"Uh, thanks for the info." Hiccup nodded. 

"Just ya wait, he gives ya waaaay too much info. If ya ask ' im what 



the weather is like, he'll give ya the full weather forecast!" Cami 
said . 

Fishlegs suddenly grabbed Hiccup's arms. 

"Come and sit with us, you can't sit by yourself, you'll be lonely." 
Fishlegs said, dragging Hiccup over to their table. Cami scurried 
after them, carrying Hiccup's cappuccino. 

Hiccup was beyond bewildered. Suddenly, all the things his mother 
used to say about not talking to weird people when he was little made 
sense . 

Fishlegs dumped Hiccup in a chair, and Cami dumped his cappuccino on 
the table, making the coffee slosh on the tabletop. 

"So," Cami said, sitting down opposite Hiccup. "Introductions. I'm 
Camilla, nickname Camicazi, but just call me Cami." 

Hiccup nodded, eyes still wide with bewilderment. 

"I'm Fishlegs, but my real name is Francis. You can call me Fish, or 
Legs." Fishlegs said, reaching a giant hand towards Hiccup for him to 
shake . 

"Hiccup." Hiccup said, shaking Fishlegs' hand. 

"That ain't your real name, is it?" Cami asked. 

"Er, no, it's Harvey, but no one calls me that anymore." 

"How'd ya get Hiccup, anyways?" Cami asked again. 

"In third grade, I kept getting hiccups. Then some kids called me 
Hiccup as a joke, and it stuck." 

"Hey, Legs. Tell ' im how ya got Fishlegs." 

Fishlegs flushed red and looked down. 

"In second grade, my dad took me fishing for the first time ever with 
Cami, and then," Fishlegs paused for a second to cough awkwardly. "A 
fish ended up in my pants, and, it was, flapping and wiggling, and 
then my pants fell down! It was horrible!" Fishlegs finished, putting 
his head in his hands. 

Cami snickered, and leaned over to Hiccup. 

"I put the fish in his pants, but don't tell him!" She 
whispered . 

Hiccup nodded again. Maybe he could be friends with these guys. They 
were crazy, but he was used to crazy. 

"So, where are you from. Hiccup?" Fishlegs said, recovering from his 
embarrassment . 

"Berk." Hiccup answered shortly. 


Fishlegs' eyes lit up. 



"Ooh! I've always wanted to go to Berk! It's fascinating that Vikings 
once lived there, just think, your great, great, great, great, great, 
great, great-" 

"I think he gets it. Legs." Cami said, looking bored. 

Hiccup chuckled. 

"My dad likes to boast that our ancestors first found Berk, and that 
we're related to the many chiefs that once ruled Berk." 

Fishlegs' eyes practically bulged out of his head. 

"You're one of the Haddocks?!" 

Cami glared at Hiccup and punched his arm. 

"Why'd ya tell ' im that?! Now look, he won't stop talking!" 

Hiccup held his hands up in surrender. 

"Sorry, sorry." 

Yep, he could definitely see himself hanging out with them in the 
future . 
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New York - 4:45 PM (London Time) 11:45 AM (New York Time) 

Isabelle was bracing herself. She guessed that Astrid would ask about 
Hiccup, and she was preparing as to what to say. 

She trusted Dagur to take care of Hiccup. Sure, he somehow managed to 
survive the car crash, and his mother too, but she was 98% sure Dagur 
wouldn't fail her this time. 

Isabelle would get her revenge. She promised her mother she would 
kill the entire Haddock bloodline, and nothing was going to stand in 
her way. She'd waited far too long; 27 years of planning, plotting, 
scheming, organizing, and she wasn't going to let it go to waste. 

As her Grandmother once said, "Revenge is a luscious fruit in which 
you must leave to ripen" . 

Her revenge was just about ripe 
enough . 
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London - 4:57 PM 

Astrid was watching TV, a family sized bag of Tangy Cheese Doritos by 
her side, waiting patiently for her mom to call. She was planning to 
ask her about Hiccup, hoping to have some explanation as to what was 
going on, referring to the whole 

Where-Has-All-My-Things-Gone-And-Why-Don ' t-I-Remember-Him 
ordeal . 



The 5 o'clock news update flashed on the TV screen, the reporters 
blathering on about the president, but Astrid paid no mind to 
it . 

_Fuck you,_ 

_Fuck you very, very much_ 

Cause we hate what you do_ 

_And we hate your whole crew_ 

Astrid rolled her eyes. Ruff obviously had been messing around with 
her phone, again. 

She picked her phone up, mentally reminding herself to change the 
ringtone after she finished talking to her mom, and tapped the green 
icon . 

"Hey mom!" Astrid greeted. 

"Hi honey, how've you been?" Isabelle said smoothly. 

"Great. London's pretty nice." 

"That's good. Have you taken a tour yet?" Isabelle asked. 

"Yeah, we went on Tuesday, and then on Wednesday we went shopping in 
Oxford Circus." 

"Oh that's good, did you get anything nice?" Isabelle asked, mock 
interested . 

"No, Heather got a bunch of things, but I didn't find anything that 
caught my eye . " 

"Oh, okay." 

They talked for a little longer, and then Astrid decided to go for 
the kill. 

"Mom," Astrid said slowly. 

"Yes, honey?" 

"I did have a friend called Hiccup, back in Berk, didn't I?" Astrid 
asked cautiously. 

The line went silent for a bit. 

"No, honey, you didn't. Why?" Isabelle said. 

Astrid furrowed her brow. Something was off here. But she decided not 
to press it. 

"Uh, nothing, just... Yeah... Nothing." 

"Are you feeling alright?" Isabelle asked. 

"Yeah! I'm fine, just," 


Astrid faked a yawn. 


"Really tired, so urn 



yea. I'm gonna go now." 

"Alright, honey. I'll call you next week, okay?" 

"Okay. Bye, mom." 

"Bye honey." 

Astrid hung up, and chucked her phone on the couch. She lay back and 
closed her eyes. _Great . Just what I need: yet another mystery to 
solve ._ 
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Sunday - 1:30 PM - Location Unknown 

Dagur walked through the revolving door into the lobby. The floors 
made of polished wood panes clicked under his black leather dress 
shoes. He walked over to the pretty brunette receptionist, her hair 
swept into a neat bun, her short black dress and navy cardigan 
pristine . 

She looked up as Dagur arrived at the desk. 

"Mr. Berserk, haven't seen you in a while, you have an 
appointment ? " 

"Yes I do. And business, y'know? But I missed our conversations. 
Holly." Dagur said, smiling a dazzling smile. 

Holly blushed and quickly looked down at her computer monitor. 

"Mr. Bludvist will be with you in a minute. Please, sit down. Would 
you like a refreshment?" 

"No. But thanks for the offer." 

Dagur turned on his heel, and sat down on one of the plush chairs and 
picked up one of the glossy magazines to mindlessly flick through. 

A few minutes later, the phone at the desk rang. 

Holly spoke a few quiet words into the receiver, and spoke out to 
Dagur . 

"Mr. Bludvist will see you now." 

Dagur nodded in acknowledgment, stood up, and walked towards the 
elevator, pressing the button for the 15th floor. 

When the elevator doors opened, Dagur walked down the corridor, and 
came to a stop before a door with a shiny silver plate with 'Mr. D. 
Bludvist' engraved into it. 

Dagur knocked thrice on the wood door and waited. 

A soft raspy voice said, "Come in." 

Dagur turned the door knob, also polished to a high shine, and 
entered . 



Dagur closed the door behind him and turned to face Mr. 

Bludvist . 

Mr. Bludvist, aka Drago Bludvist, sat behind a polished wood desk, a 
stack of papers on one side, and a laptop on the other. Behind him, 
two large windows stood, wooden shutters over the top of them. A 
filing cabinet stood on one side of the wall, each drawer with a 
keyhole. On the opposite wall, two bookshelves stood, crammed with 
books. And a lone house plant stood in the corner, drooping 
slightly . 

Drago looked up from his laptop. 

"Dagur. Please, sit down." He said, gesturing to an empty seat in 
front of him. 

Dagur sat down in the chair, legs apart, and placed his briefcase 
beside him on the floor. 

He shook Drago ' s hand. 

"Pleasure to see you again, boss." He said. 

"Likewise. This is about Mrs. Isabelle Hofferson, I presume?" Drago 
asked, turning back to look at his laptop. 

"Yes. I was in London last week, and I popped into McDonald's, just 
because I fancied-" 

"Straight to the point, please, Dagur." Drago said, voice dangerously 
soft . 

Dagur stopped and gulped lightly. 

"Heh, heh . Right. Well, I saw Harvey Haddock there, with Mrs. 
Hofferson 's daughter, pretty little thing she is-" 

"I am not interested in how she looks. Carry on." Drago 
interrupted . 

"Right. Well, Mrs. Hofferson wants Harvey dead, and her daughter to 
forget about Harvey." 

Drago nodded and stayed silent for a bit. 

"And what is your plan, Dagur?" 

"It's very simple, actually. I was hoping to get someone to get a 
temporary job at McDonald's or something, and wait for both Harvey 
and Mrs. Hofferson 's daughter to come and order food, then put 
Rohypnol in Harvey and Mrs. Hofferson 's daughter's food, and get them 
out of there quickly. We'll take them to The Skrill, and deal with 
them there." 

Drago considered this for a minute. 

"A little simplified for my liking, but, it would work. Just don't 
fail Mrs. Hofferson, she's my best client." 



Dagur nodded. 


"You can count on me, boss. 
A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A°a€<:A° 


***Grins evilly* Soo... *sips mocha* umm. . . Kinda... *shoves chicken 
pasty in microwave and presses auto minute with elbow* yeah, busy 
now... So... *chews on Daim bar while waits for pasty to heat up* 
yeah... Hope you liked... *microwave beeps* *takes pasty out of 
microwave and burns fingers* F $#! *an hour later* yeah, bye! *waves 
bandaged hand*** 

**Random question to amuse me: What is your ringtone? And your 
message what ever it's called. My ringtone is 'The Alpha Comes To 
Berk', from the httyd 2 soundtrack, and my message beep thingy is 
Wilhelm Scream, it was my little bros idea, okay? I had nothing to do 
with it . * * 


10. Isabelle Roseline Stevenson 

When Isabelle was 15, her life changed. At first, it was a change for 
the better. But when Isabelle was 17, it changed for the worst. 

In May 1983, Isabelle's parents, Ariana and Graham Stevenson, finally 
decided to move to a small island up north, called Berk. For 3 years, 
they had debated on weather to move there or not. Ariana first 
brought it up after 12 year old Isabelle had come home crying, after 
her so-called 'friends' dumped her in the garbage bins round the back 
of the school. At first, Graham had decided against it, saying that 
all kids got bullied, and that it was no reason to move to a tiny 
island in the middle of nowhere. But Ariana was insistent. She hated 
living in Washington, hated her daughter coming home from school, 
covered in paint, tears, and humiliated and embarrassed. She hated 
her job. She wanted a change, a place where her daughter came home 
happy, had friends, and woke up with a smile. She wanted a place 
where her workmates wouldn't talk behind her back, she wanted to move 
out of America. So, eventually, Graham agreed. Isabelle, who had just 
turned 15, was happy with the news. 

So, the Stevensons put their house on the market, packed up, and 
moved to Berk. For 2 whole years, they were happy. Isabelle 
especially. She was finally noticed; popular, and everyone loved her. 
She was cheer captain for the Berk ice hockey team. Berk Vikings, and 
her boyfriend was a former champion of the team, Simon Haddock. Her 
father approved of Simon, despite the fact he was 8 years older than 
her, and was just finishing up university. She had friends, real 
friends that wouldn't consider chucking her in garbage bins, or 
pouring paint all over her during a speech in front of the whole 
school. All was fine, until that day. 

Isabelle and her best friend, Samantha, were walking into the sport 
court for cheerleading rehearsals, when Principal Hamilton came 
running over to her, two policemen in tow. 

"Miss Stevenson, come with me now, it's urgent." Principal Hamilton 
said . 


Isabelle was surprised, and scared. 



"Of- of course. Miss." Isabelle stuttered, glancing at 
Samantha . 


"I'll call you later, take care of the rehearsal, okay, 

Sammy? " 

Samantha, equally surprised, nodded. 

"Sure, see you later, Izzy, " she said, scurrying over to the sport 
court . 

Isabelle turned to Principal Hamilton and the policemen. 

The policemen stepped forward. 

"Miss Stevenson, your father has been stabbed at work, by one of his 
coworkers. Now he is okay, but you need to come with us, your mother 
is distressed, and is worried about you." The dark haired policeman 
said . 

"What?!" Isabelle exclaimed. 

"Your father is okay, don't worry, but we need you to come with us." 
The dark haired policeman repeated. 

Isabelle, too shocked to speak, nodded numbly. 

"Follow us." The other policeman said. 

Isabelle followed them into their car, and tried to process the new 
information as they drove to the hospital. She felt shaky, and her 
insides twisted nauseat ingly . 

When they arrived at the hospital, the policemen marched straight to 
the reception desk. 

"Mr. Graham Stevenson?" The dark haired policeman said to the 
receptionist . 

The receptionist glanced at Isabelle, and nodded. 

"3rd floor, room 8." She said simply. 

"Thank you." The dark haired policeman said with a nod, and walked 
towards the elevator. 

When they arrived at the 3rd floor, the policemen pointed out room 8 
to Isabelle. 

Isabelle nodded numbly, and walked on shaky legs to the room. There 
on the bed lay her father, unconscious, his middle wrapped up with 
bandages. Her mother sat on a chair beside him, weeping 
softly . 

"Mom?" Isabelle said quietly. 

Ariana looked up. 

"Oh, Izzy. Come here, love." Ariana said, opening her arms to 



envelope her daughter in a tight hug. 


"He is going to be okay, isn't he?" Isabelle said, mostly to reassure 
herself . 

"Of course he will. He's a strong man." Her mother replied. 

"Who did this to him?" Isabelle asked. 

Ariana shook her head. 

"I don't know, Izzy. When your father wakes up, the police are going 
to ask him. Hopefully, he knows. Whoever did this to him is going to 


2 weeks later, Graham was discharged from hospital, with strict 
instructions to take it easy. Graham said to the police that it could 
be man called Alvin Trench, who was jealous of him for being a praise 
to the company where they worked, who stabbed him. The police caught 
Alvin, and a court case was opened. Judge Hanson Haddock, Simon's 
father, decided to let Alvin out on bail, until the next trial, due 
to Alvin pleading not guilty, and the lack of evidence. 

The Stevensons were outraged with the news. And that was when 
everything started to fall apart. 

Isabelle and Simon had a heated argument before Simon left for his 
last semester at university, about Simon's father. 

"He's an idiot! Alvin could be roaming the streets this very moment, 
preparing to stab someone else's father!" Isabelle yelled. 

"He's doing his job! And there is no proof that he stabbed your 
father, he said it 'could' be Alvin. That's not definite!" Simon 
yelled back. 

"But he should be cautious, and not just let him out on bail like a 
retarded moron!" 

Simon's face turned purple with rage. 

"How dare you speak about my father like that! How dare you! My 
father is a good man. _You _however, have no respect! Now, would you 
please be so kind and leave?!" Simon shouted. 

Isabelle set her jaw, and flicked her blonde hair out of her hazel 
eyes . 

"Fine. I don't need worthless men in my life, anyway. Hope you rot in 
hell." She said calmly, and walked out of his room, down the stairs, 
and out of the front door. 

Isabelle, was in fact, right. Alvin _was _roaming the streets, but 
not out to kill anyone else, oh no, he was going to get Graham 
Stevenson, whether anyone wanted him to or not. He waited outside the 
Stevenson household, waiting for the right time to strike. He watched 
through the kitchen window, waited for hours while Isabelle came home 
crying, Ariana made hot cocoa for her angry and upset daughter, and 
Graham come into the kitchen to take his pills. Alvin still watched 
as Isabelle went up to bed, and later Ariana and Graham. And still. 



Alvin waited. And just when he was about to leave and save it for 
tomorrow, Graham came downstairs to take a couple more pills for the 
lingering pain in his abdomen. 

Alvin grinned. He walked to the back door connecting to the kitchen, 
and smashed the glass with his gloved fist. Graham jumped and dropped 
his glass of water, the glass shattering the second it hit the floor, 
water spilling on the tiled floor. Alvin opened the door from the 
gaping gap where the glass was, and stepped towards Graham, revealing 
a sharp blade hidden in his coat. Graham shook with fear and 
shock . 

"Graham?!" A voice called from upstairs. "Graham, are you 
alright ? ! " 

Graham couldn't speak. His heart was beating a mile a minute. 

Alvin spoke for him. 

"Oh he's alright, he'll be in a safe place." And then he plunged the 
blade in the still healing wound in Graham's abdomen. Graham cried 
out as blood gushed out of the wound, staining his pajamas and the 
tile floor. 

"Graham!" Ariana screamed, rushing down the stairs at breakneck 
speed. She tripped on the last stair, and fell on the hard wood 
floor . 

"GRAHAM!" She screamed again, tears spilling on her cheeks, as she 
watched Alvin twist the blade, and her beloved husband collapse on 
the floor, blood still gushing from his abdomen. 

Alvin wiped the blade clean of blood with a white handkerchief, and 
sheathed the blade back in his coat. He saw Ariana sprawled on the 
floor, and grinned. 

"What a happy scene, eh?" He said sadistically, before walking out of 
the kitchen. 

A few silent moments passed. 

"Mom?" A small, uncertain voice said. 

Ariana couldn't speak. 

Isabelle crept up towards her mother, who was still sprawled on the 
floor. Then she saw her father. 

Isabelle shook. She ran to Graham, not feeling the stray glass shards 
slice her feet. 

"Dad?" Isabelle whispered, knowing he was dead, but not accepting 
it . 

Graham's hazel eyes that matched her own stared lifelessly at her, 
his face stuck in a shocked expression, mouth agape. 

Isabelle let out a cry, and sobbed into her deceased father's 
shoulder, not caring of the blood staining her nightdress. 



That was only the beginning. 

After Ariana snapped out of her daze, she immediately called the 
police . 

The police and an ambulance came round to the Stevenson household. 

The police checked the house for any suspects, and then a paramedic 
looked Ariana over, and removed glass shards from Isabelle's feet, 
then bandaged them up. The police put yellow crime scene tape around 
the house, and ushered Ariana and Isabelle out of the house. A 
coroner examined Graham's body. Pictures were taken, questions were 
asked, evidence and fingerprints were taken, and Graham's body was 
bagged up and taken away. Neither Ariana nor Isabelle paid much mind 
to anything, far too shocked to take in anything. 

Months passed, and a lot changed. Alvin was sentenced to 25 years in 
prison. Ariana became depressed, and Isabelle grew more angry as time 
went on. When Simon came back to Berk after he graduated from 
university, he wasn't alone. He came back with a 16 year old girl, 
ten years younger than himself. He said that one of his friends 
invited him to Scotland, because his family were having a party, and 
that he could invite some friends. And that's where he met Valka 
Lockhart. Simon, or Stoick, as Valka called him, was going to the 
corner shop to get more plastic cups, when he saw Valka struggling 
with 5 bags of shopping. Like the gentleman he is, he offered to help 
her. At first Valka refused, saying she could handle it, but Stoick 
insisted. Eventually, Valka gave in, and let Stoick take 3 of the 
bags to her house. After that, they got talking, and ended up going 
on a date. At first, Valka was a little uncertain about going out 
with Stoick, him being 10 years older than her, but after Stoick met 
her parents and older sister, Ylva, and Ylva's on-off boyfriend 
(currently on) , Stuart, aka Spitelout, due to his spiteful behavior, 
she decided to give it a go. So, when Stoick graduated and was 
planning to go back to Berk, Valka asked to go with him. So after 
persuading Mr and Mrs Lockhart, they agreed to let their daughter go 
to Berk with Stoick for 2 weeks. 

Valka and Stoick told Stoick' s family this tale at a family picnic in 
the park, on one of the rare days it wasn't raining, and the sun 
threatened to break out from behind the clouds. Isabelle was walking 
past at the time, and seeing the Haddock family all laughing and 
talking made anger bubble in her veins. How dare they be so happy, 
when they were the reason her father was dead? ! 

Isabelle's friends tried talking to her about it, but she shut them 
out . 

"Izzy..." Samantha sighed. 

"What?!" Isabelle said impatiently. 

"It's not Judge Hanson's fault. It was just a mistake that shouldn't 
have happened. He's a good man. If he could change it, he 
would . " 

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, whatever. Sugar coat everything to make it not 
seem so bad. I'm not 5, Samantha, I can see through the lies." 
Isabelle waved her off. 


Samantha sighed heavily. 



The thing with Isabelle was, she was far too wrapped up in her anger 
and grief to see any sense anymore. 

But then, one night in the middle of November, when Isabelle was 18, 
she awoke at the need to go to the restroom. When she was about to 
crawl back into bed and hope for a peaceful night's sleep, she heard 
the balcony doors creak open. Isabelle froze. She grabbed her tennis 
racket, and crept to her mother's room. She opened the door, and saw 
her mother standing on the edge of the balcony, her back to the 
railings . 

"Mom?" Isabelle asked. 

Ariana looked up and smiled weakly. 

"Isabelle..." She said softly. 

Isabelle walked over to her. They were silent for a while, before 
Ariana spoke. 

"Isabelle. Promise me something." 

Isabelle looked at her, brow furrowed. 

"Promise you what?" 

"That you'll make the Haddocks pay. That you'll kill them all. That 
you'll give your father the justice he deserves. Promise 


Isabelle was silent for a moment. 

"I promise." She said quietly. 

Ariana nodded. 

"Good. " 

Ariana swallowed, and then said, 

"I love you, Isabelle. Never forget that." Then she leaned back, and 
let herself fall off the balcony. 

"MOM!" Isabelle screamed. 

Ariana kept falling, her blonde hair fluttering, her nightdress 
billowing. She landed on the ground with a dull thud, the impact 
shattering her spine, and left her dead. 

Isabelle stood on the balcony, frozen, for a couple of moments, 
before running downstairs, yanking the back door open, and running 
into the back yard. 

Isabelle put her ear to her mother's chest, hoping to hear something. 
She didn't. 

Isabelle sat up. Her breath came out shuddering. Her vision blurred 
with welling tears. Isabelle stood up in a daze, and walkled back 
into the house. She picked up the phone and called the police. 



As the years went by, Isabelle planned to keep her promise. Since she 
was 18, she could look after herself, and didn't have to go into 
foster care. She seemed to have turned a new leaf. She seemed to have 
matured . 

Isabelle watched as the years went by, when Valka and Stoick got 
married as soon as Valka turned 18, when she first met Alan Hofferson 
at work when she was 20, who became her husband when she was 22. When 
Valka invited her to come in and have cake, to talk about babies, and 
shared baby showers, Isabelle politely declined. That was the outside 
of Isabelle Hofferson; a polite, neat-and-t idy wife, with a hard 
working husband, a newly mown lawn, and a picture perfect daughter. 
The outside of Isabelle Hofferson was someone entirely different. Her 
name was Isabelle Rosaline Stevenson, who was carefully plotting 
revenge. Trying to make a way for it to be torturous for the 
Haddocks, and how to keep up her perfect image. That was hard. After 
a decade of thinking up ideas, but then scraping them because they 
wouldn't work, Isabelle found this private company on the internet. 
Run by Mr. D. Bludvist, this company owned many branches all over the 
world, called The Skrill, The Alpha, and many more. Isabelle managed 
to get in contact with them, and from then on it was business. But 
there was a problem. Her daughter. Isabelle loved Astrid, she never 
doubted that, but the problem was... She just had to be friends with 
Valka and Stoick' s son, Harvey Hanson Haddock. Whenever Isabelle 
looked at Harvey, or 'Hiccup' as his friends called him (Well, it 
certainly suits him, little turd, Isabelle thought) , she felt anger 
bubbling in her veins. Harvey nearly didn't make it at birth, due to 
him being born at 7 months, and it being a breech birth, and the 
umbilical cord being wrapped around his neck, but by some miracle, he 
survived. It would have made Isabelle's job a lot easier if he'd 
died . 

Isabelle had a hard time thinking of a plan to kill the Haddocks, due 
to Astrid. But then Alan got a new job offer in New York. Finally, 
everything slotted into place. And when Astrid and Rowena Thorston 
became friends, it was as if the Universe opened the pathway for 
Isabelle to walk upon. Isabelle got in contact with Dagur Berserk, 
the leader of The Skrill, one of the many branches owned by Drago 
Bludvist, and told him of her plan. So, one weekend when Astrid was 
11, Isabelle took her on 'a surprise trip'. Isabelle drove to a 
remote location, were a tall building stood. 

While Isabelle sat in the car, Astrid was strapped down to a bed, 
sedated, and all memories of Hiccup replaced with something else. The 
past 11 years modified, and wiped clean of any traces of the Haddock 
family. A man called Dr. Baroque created this program where memories 
could be modified to look like something else, and the person would 
be none the wiser. Isabelle wasn't going to let anything get into the 
way. The Haddocks were the reason that both her mother and her father 
was dead. And she was going to kill every one of them. Slowly and 
painfully. She _would _have her 
revenge . 
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**Hey guys. No A/N at the beginning, I know, but yeah. Feeling down 
at the moment because I've lost my phone. I have no idea where it is, 
and mum doesn't have the money for a new one. So.. Yeah... Reviews 
will be replied to slower because of this, sorry. Urn... I'm thinking 



of changing the rating of this fic, what do you think? It's because 
of a bit of violence and mentions of blood and the small, very small, 
possibility of a smut scene, review your opinions! Also, thanks for 
100+ reviews! See you next week! ~CraziLexa :)** 


1 1 . Chapter 1 1 

**Hooray! I have two arms again! *victory dance*. Also, I owe you 
guys an apology. My arm was really discouraging me from typing 
anything, and I was re-planning on where to go from here. Thanks to 
someone, who I don't know because I can't seem to find the PM, I have 
a new idea, that'll be more BADASS! Because we all need a little 
entertainment every now and then, don't we? And yes, that's from 
RTTE . I'm sorry, but that's just my fave line of that entire episode. 
(And fucking hell Astrid's face!) Umm. . Buuuut . . . With this new idea, 
eh... I'm going to have to make a few tweaks here and there, and 
change some scenes in this fic, soo... I'm going to rewrite it. And 
that's why I keep getting writer's block, because I know, deep down, 
that the climax isn't working with the plot. Rewriting I'll only take 
a couple of weeks, since it's only a few tweaks here and there. I'll 
be posting it as a new fic, with the same name... Or maybe a new 
one... I don't know. But I'll be keeping this one up, since it's my 
first full length fic, and sometimes it just encourages me when I 
read your reviews or look at the number of views (currently over 
15,000!) . I'm really sorry, but I'm just not happy with the way it's 
turning out, and, although I love my readers, I write for myself. I'm 
giving you guys this considerably shorter-than-usual chapter, which 
is just what I had of chapter 11, before realizing that I seriously 
need to fix the middle of the story. So enjoy! And please look out 
for the new version of this fic in a couple of weeks! ~CraziLexa 
: ) ** 
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London - 1:20 PM - Sunday (Day After The Events Of Ch9 
Happens ) 

_Hey ._ 

Hiccup cursed himself. He could have been a bit more expressive, 
other than a neutral 'Hey.'. 

_Astrid: Hey?_ 

Hiccup mentally applauded himself sarcast ically . Yeah! Way to go 
Hiccup ! 

_Hiccup: Sorry, didn't mean for it to cum out like that._ 

_Astrid: Sory? Is this secretly Snotlout?_ 

Hiccup furrowed his brow. Then he realized. 

_Hiccup: SORRY! I DIDN'T MEAN EOR IT TO COME OUT LIKE 
THAT !_ 

_Astrid: LMAO ! XD Snotlout wouldn't even b that clever. _ 

_Hiccup: Really sorry. I was gonna ask u if u and ur friends want to 



meet up with me and my friends. _ 

_Astrid: U didn't say u had friends here_ 

_Hiccup: I met them yesterday they're cool_ 

_Astrid: U sure they're not axe murderers?_ 

_Hiccup: Pretty sure. Cami ' s crazy, but Fishlegs is a 
softy ._ 

_Astrid: The world has mor ppl with weird nicknames than I 1st 
thort_ 

_Hiccup: Thort?_ 

_Astrid: Thought, cn ' t b bothered 2 txt real words. _ 

_Hiccup: Oh. So, do u wanna meet up?_ 

_Astrid: lemme ask Ruff n Heathr_ 

A few seconds later she texted back. 

_Astrid: They said k. As long as go Starbucks. _ 

_Hiccup: Baby talk?_ 

_Astrid: Shut up. : |_ 

_Hiccup: Ok, calm down._ 

_Astrid: Wat time?_ 

_Hiccup: 2pm be ok?_ 

_Astrid: Yea, cya then, me gtg, ttyl x_ 

Hiccup was grinned like a madman on drugs at the kiss at the end of 
her text . 

_Hiccup: See u x_ 
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"Have a nice day!" Eret said cheerfully, giving yet another customer 
their coffee. 

Eret liked his job. It was nice to have a normal job for once. Eret 
didn't particularly like thinking about his previous job. He once 
worked for a man called Drago Bludvist, a madman who ran a company 
which, well, let's just say if you want to get rid of someone, or 
want someone to do something, and have money, then they'll do it. 

Eret was the headman for the London department, called The Red Death, 
and was glad when Drago fired him after the New York branch. The 
Skrill, was made a priority branch after a favorite client demanded 
serious business. That creep, Dagur Berserk, could have that job, and 
Eret couldn't care less. But anyway, back to the point, Eret liked 
his job, but times like now, he'd wish he were anywhere else but 
here . 



The door opened, and two coarse cackles simultaneously entered the 
shop. Three girls, two blonde, one dark haired, and two guys, one 
blonde, the other dark haired, entered the shop. The two leading the 
group looked almost identical; long blonde hair, same height, pale 
blue eyes, long faces, and similar stances. And one of them was the 
crazy American psycho that seemed to be stalking him. Eret gulped and 
looked around desperately. Sadly, everyone else seemed to be busy 
with other customers, or messing around with the coffee 
machines . 

"Heeey Sexy!" 

Oh no, too late. 

"Ha! That's the guy you've been talking about?! You might as well 
fuck Snotface!" 

"Hey! I'll have you know- Oh hey baby waby cuz ! How ya-" 

"Stop calling me that, Snotface!" 

"Whoa! Hi, I'm Tuffnut, you know why they call my that? Ow ! What was 
that for woman!?" 

"Cos you're an assho-" 

"I need my inhaler!" 

Obviously they were all psychos. 

_Oh dear Lord, please help me! I don't know if I can handle 
this !_ 
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The gang, consisting of Astrid, Ruffnut, Tuffnut, Snotlout and 
Heather had arrived at Starbucks, the twins taking lead, Ruff 
blathering on about You-Know-Who . . . 

"Seriously, he's fucking damn hot!" 

"You know I really don't need to hear about my sister's dumb crushes. 
Or her lost tampons." 

"I didn't tell you that! You read my diary! [1]" Ruff threw back at 
her twin. 


"You shouldn't have to write it down, we're twins, we can read each 
others thoughts!" 


"Go on then! What am I thinking of now?" Ruff challenged. 


"Eating hot wings off of this Eret ' s chest!" Tuff said, not missing a 
beat . 


. . . Lucky guess . 


"Aha! I told you so. 



Ruff pushed open the glass door and immediately... I don't even have 
to tell you. 


"Heeey Sexy!" She greeted. 

Tuffnut snorted. 

"Ha! That's the guy you've been talking about?! You might as well 
fuck Snotface!" 

"Hey! I'll have you know-" Snotlout began to defend, when he spotted 
Hiccup walking into the shop with Cam! and Fishlegs in tow. 

"Oh hey baby waby cuz ! How ya-" 

"Stop calling me that, Snotface!" Hiccup growled. 

Tuffnut was about to laugh at Ruffnut, when he spotted Garni. 

"Whoa! Hi, I'm Tuffnut," His voice dipped. "You know why they call my 
that? Ow ! What was that for woman!?" He cried, rubbing the now-tender 
spot on his head, and glaring at his sister. 

"Cos you're an assho-" Ruffnut began. 

"I need my inhaler!" Fishlegs suddenly cried, finding the sudden 
commotion too much. 

"Guys, for God's sake, shut up!" Astrid yelled. 

There was silence. 


..."Who's the fat dude?" Snotlout asked. 

Everyone glared at him. 

"What? I was just asking who the fat dude was. I mean, he's fucking 
HUGE! Did he eat a truck on the way over?" 

Tuffnut shook his head. 

"Dude. That's just low. And mean. And horrifying. And gross. And 
irrelevant. And awful. And-" 

"We ge ' the point, Blondie." Cami said. 

"No, Babe. I should call you Blondie." Tuff said softly. 

Cami turned up her nose. 

"You ain't playin' me like that." 

"Urn, here's a thought: how about we stop crowding the doorway, sit 
down and order coffee." Astrid suggested. 



The gang moved over to one of the booth seats, and sat down, while 
Hiccup and Astrid went to order the coffee. 

"That was... Just wow." Astrid said. 

"I don't think I've been with that many people at once." Hiccup 
said . 

Astrid snorted and laughed. 

Hiccup grinned. He'd missed her laugh. 

They ordered the coffee, and a few muffins and cookies, and carried 
them all to the table where the gang sat. 

"I'm just saying, brunettes are more hot than blondes." Snotlout was 
saying. Then he spotted Astrid and coughed. 

"But blondes are more sexy." He said, wiggling an eyebrow. 

Astrid scowled. 

"You say that again, I'm shaving your eyebrows off while you 
sleep . " 

Hiccup snorted. 

Astrid grinned. 

"Aww, look at you love birds!" Ruffnut said, a mischievous grin on 
her face. 

Astrid smiled mock sweetly and sat down, flipping Ruff off behind her 
back . 

Ruffnut cackled. 

"Aww, Astrid Hofferson's in LOVE- HEY! THAT'S MINE, YOU 
BITCH ! " 

Astrid smiled, and took another bite of Ruff's - now hers - 
mu f f i n . 

"Oh well, that's what you get. You should know by now not to mess 
with Astrid Hofferson." 

Ruff grumbled, but took the message and shut up. 

The gang talked over coffee, the occasional argument flaring 
up . 

"Has anything, like, seriously weird happened to you, and you've 
never been able to work out how it happened?" Tuffnut asked. 

"Like what? I once woke up next to this ugly girl with pink hair, and 
I still wonder why I didn't notice she was ugly the night before." 
Snotlout said. 


"You were drunk off your ass." Astrid stated. 



"Yeah! You probably would try fucking the wall you were so drunk!" 
Ruff cackled. 

"Oh piss off!" Snotlout glared at her. 

"Anyone else?" Tuffnut asked. 

"When I was 13, our house was set on fire." Hiccup said. All eyes 
were glued to him. 

"Awesome!" Tuffnut said, an excited glint in his eye. 

Ruff high fived her twin, grinning madly. 

"Not so awesome. Everyone blamed me, but I was upstairs and the fire 
started downstairs. No one really knows how it started." 

"Maybe the stove was on?" Fishlegs supplied. 

Hiccup shook his head. 

"No, my dad was in the kitchen about five minutes before the fire 
started, and the stove wasn't on." 

"Mystery." Tuffnut said in a eerie 
voice . 

"Yeah. " 
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After another half hour, Snotlout and Tuffnut left, followed by 
Fishlegs, then Garni, and then Heather and Ruffnut. 

"I'm going." Heather said, standing up and pulling her bag over her 
shoulder . 

"Me too. You coming, Astrid?" Ruff asked. 

Astrid shook her head. 

"I'm going to stay a bit longer. Don't wait up for me." 

"'Kay. See ya later. Tiny Tits!" Ruff called out, walking out of 
Starbucks, not before winking at Eret . 

Astrid winced at Ruff's words. 

Hiccup raised an eyebrow. 

"'Tiny Tits'?" Hiccup asked. 

"Old nickname. And Ruff's mean." 

Hiccup laughed, and then stopped. 

"Sorry, I'm not laughing at you, I just-" 

"It's okay, I know what you mean." 



The two talked for a while longer over a third round of coffee, until 
it started to get dark. 

"We should get going." Astrid said, placing her empty coffee cup 
down . 

"Yeah, do you want me to walk with you?" Hiccup asked. 

Astrid laughed. 

"I think I can manage walking 10 minutes to my apartment. 

"Come on!" Hiccup persisted teasingly. 

Astrid rolled her eyes. 

"Fine . " 

They stood up and put on their jackets. 

"Milady." Hiccup said, holding the door open her her, and 
bowing . 

Astrid shook her head, but walked past him, out into the chilly 
night . 

Hiccup held up his arm, and Astrid linked hers with his. 

They walked in comfortable silence, enjoying each others 
presence . 

When they got to Astrid' s apartment. Hiccup unlinked arms with 
Astrid . 

"Soo..." Hiccup started. 

"Soo...?" Astrid repeated. 

They stood there awkwardly, or more like. Hiccup stood there 
awkwardly, and Astrid stood there impatiently. 

"Hiccup, " she eventually sighed. 

Hiccup looked up. 

"We haven't got all night; are you going to kiss me or not?" 

"Uh... You- you want me to-..." 

"No, I just said that because I didn't want you to kiss me." Astrid 
said sarcast ically . 

Astrid closed her eyes, and puckered her lips, waiting. 

Hiccup tried to keep a straight face, but it was too much. He burst 
out laughing. 

"You- you look rid- ridiculous!" 



Astrid opened an eye and glared at him. 

"You know you're ruining the moment," she huffed. 

"Sorry, sorry. Come 'ere." Hiccup said, grabbing her by the 
waist . 

Astrid' s pulse quickened in excitement. 

"You're so beautiful..." Hiccup murmered softly, before pressing his 
lips to hers. 

Astrid felt like she was flying. And floating, soaring, high ubove 
the clouds. She could swear that fireworks were exploding around 
her . 

She never wanted the moment to end, it was so perfect and- 
The door to Astrid' s apartment burst open. 

Hiccup and Astrid sprang apart. 

Ruffnut was standing in the doorway, hands on her hips, a mischievous 
grin on her face. 

"Ha! I knew it!" She cackled. 

"Rowena!" Astrid yelled. 

"Sheesh, so-rry." Ruff said, not sounding sorry at all. 

"YO HEATHER! THE KISS VIRGIN'S LOST HER KISS VIRGINITY! YOU OWE ME 
THAT ICE-CREAM!" Ruff yelled back into the apartment. 

"EINE! BUT YOU'RE PUTTING THE TUB IN THE BIN AETERWARDS ! " Heather 
yelled back. 

"OH HELL NO!" 

"Ruff, Heather! Go!" Astrid said, waving her hand in the direction of 
the apartment . 

"Eine." Ruff slammed the door. 

"But if you decide to lose your actual virginity, there's 
con-" 

"Rowena! Just go!" 

There was an uncomfortable silence. 

"I, uh, should get going." Hiccup said. 

"Yeah." Astrid nodded. 

Hiccup pulled her into a hug. Astrid hugged him back. 

"I'll call you tomorrow." Hiccup said, letting her go. 

"Okay. See you then." Astrid said. 



It wasn't until Hiccup got out of the apartment block that he fist 
pumped the air and yelled, 

"Yes ! " . 
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**They're dorks. The last scene I added because I needed some fluff, 
and you guys deserved some fluff, and everybody needs some fluff. So, 
umm. . . This is the last time I'm posting on this version, so I guess 
I'm saying bye! See ya in 2-3 weeks! ~CrazlLexa :)** 


End 
f lie . 



